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PREFACE. 


I  SHOULD  think  with  less  concern  of  the 
delay  wliicli  has  taken  place  since  the  an- 
nouncement  of  this  Volume,  if  I  believed  I 
had  succeeded  even  to  the  extent  of  my 
own  anticipations  in  producing  a  work  of 
interest  and  value.  Nothing  can  be  more 
indulgent  than  the  criticisms  which,  from 
time  to  time,  have  noticed  the  attempts  J 
have  made  to  bring  the  Poetry  of  other 
lands  to  the  hearths  and  homes  of  England. 
I  can  truly  say,  had  I  myself  been  the  critic 
they  would  have  been  judged  with  far  greater 
severity.  Anotlier  race  of  poets  arc  now 
candidates  in  iny  hands  for  the  good  opi¬ 
nion  of  my  countrymen  ;  but  on  this  occa- 
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sion  the  claim  to  a  candid,  to  a  rorl)caring 
judgment,  is  stronger  than  I  have  ever  before 
had  to  urge. 

The  Magyar  language  stands  afar  ofl* 
and  alone.  The  study  of  other  tongues  will 
he  found  of  exceedingly  little  use  towards 
its  right  understanding.  It  is  moulded  in 
a  form  essentially  its  own,  and  its  construc¬ 
tion  and  composition  may  be  safely  referred 
to  an  epoch  when  most  of  the  living  tongues 
of  Europe  either  had  no  existence,  or  no  in¬ 
fluence  on  the  Hungarian  region. 

Distance,  too,  has  made  the  mission  of 
l>ooks,and  even  the  communication  of  ideas, 
tardy,  uncertain,  and  expensive.  Many 
valuable  documents  have  l>cen  lost,  or  have 
lingered  beyond  the  period  when  I  could 
employ  them  usejully.  One  delay  becomes 
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the  parent  of  many,  and  in  the  mean  time 
the  mind  gets  diverted,  as  mine  has  too 
frequently  been,  to  other  and  more  imme¬ 
diately  attractive  topics.  My  book  goes 
forward,  then, 

**  With  all  its  imperfections  on  its  head.” 

They  would  have  been  many  more  but  for 
the  watchful  care  of  my  friend  Mayer  ,  to 
whom  I  p/fer  this  public  testimony  of  my 
thanks. 

There  are  some,  1  know,  who  look  upon 
tlie  occupations  of  a  Translator  as  ignoble  and 
unworthy  of  literary  ambition.  I  am  well 
content  to  stand  at  respectful  distance  from 
those  great  intellects  whose  works  are  borne 
on  the  wings  of  an  all-pervading  fame  to 
every  country  where  the  ear  of  civilization 
is  iisteniiiff.  Yet  I  cannot  believe  that  iny 
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lininblc  labors  arc  useless,  nor  have  I  ever 
wanted,  and  1  hope.  I  never  shall  want  while 
health  is  vouchsafed  to  me,  both  encourage¬ 
ment  and  enthusiasm  to  pursue  them.  My 
mission,  at  all  events,  is  one  of  benevolence. 
1  have  never  left  the  ark  of  my  country 
but  with  the  wish  to  return  to  it,  bearing 
fresh  olive  branches  of  peace  and  fresh  gar¬ 
lands  of  poetry.  1  never  yet  visited  the 
land  where  I  found  not  much  to  love,  to 
learn,  to  imitate,  to  honor.  I  never  yet  saw 
man  utterly  despoiled  of  his  humanities. 
In  Europe,  at  least,  there  are  no  moral  nor 
intellectual  wildernesses.  Let  others  go 
forth  with  me  to  gather  its  fruits  and 
llowers, 
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TO 

FR,  J.  SCHEDEL 

1  FOLLOW  in  tliy  footsteps,  yet  afar ; 

Tliou  licar*8t  tho  voice — 1  but  the  ccltoes  hear, 
Of  tho  time-consccratcd  Magyar ; 

And  while  they  vibrate  in  my  spirit,  bear 
The  music,  ore  it  dies  upon  tho  ear. 

To  the  old  halls  of  England — where  there  ore 
Spirits  of  love,  of  sympathy  sincere, 

'Jo  welcome,  ns  from  some  new-beaming  star. 
All  I  can  bring  of  beauty,  light,  and  song. 

Say  to  Hungaria,  she  shall  stand  among 
The  lands  which  Poetry  with  glory  girds ; 

And  if  not  mine,  some  happier  lot  ’twill  be 
To  fling  the  wreath  of  fame  o’er  her  and  thee, 
Willi  sweeter  harmony  and  loftier  words. 
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INTHODUCTION. 


Aftkr  a  long  period  of  inertness  and  almost  of 
oblivion^  the  language  and  literature  of  Hungary 
seem  starting  into  a  new  and  vigorous  existence. 
A  band  of  distinguished  writers  have  appeared 
with  the  present  gencrution^  whose  privilege  it 
has  been  at  once  to  will  and  to  effect  the  regene¬ 
ration  of  their  native  idioin^  which  had  been  sink¬ 
ing  under  the  indifference  of  some  and  the  attacks 
of  others.  Its  history  has  been  marked  by  many 
vicissitudes.  Originating  in  an  age  too  remote 
to  be  defined  or  even  discovered^  and  receiving 
from  time  to  time  infusions  from  the  various 
tribes  and  tongues  who  have  visited  or  been  visit¬ 
ed  by  the  Magyar  race,  it  has  yet  retained  all  its 
essential  peculiarities,  and  offers  to  the  inquirer 
some  of  the  most  curious  topics  of  research. 
Space,  however,  will  allow  nothing  here  but  a 
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flight  sketch  of  some  of  its  more  remarkable  cha- 
racteristics. 

The  roots  of  the  Magyar  are  for  tlie  most  part 
exceedingly  simple  und  monosyllabic,  but  their 
ramifications  arc  numerous,  consistent,  and  bcau> 
tiful.  1  know  of  no  language  which  presents  such 
u  variety  of  elementary  stuininu,  und  none  which 
lends  itself  so  easily  and  gracefully  to  all  the  mo¬ 
difications  growing  out  of  its  simple  principles. 
Tiiese  modificutions  are  almost  always  postfixed, 
and  invariably  they  harmonize  with  the  preceding 
part  of  the  word. 

'i1)c  accent  is  not  necessarily  on  the  root  of  a 
word,  which  in  verbs  is  to  be  sought  in  the  third 
person  singular  of  the  present  tense.  The  ana¬ 
logy  between  words  and  things  is  very  striking 
und  not  only  extends  to  objects  with  which  sound 
is  associated,  but  soinetiiucs  is  observable  even 
to  the  eye,  Dorog  (it  thunders)  affects  the  ear  j 
viUilm  (it  lightens)  has  an  obvious  propriety  even 
in  the  appearance  of  the  words.  Many  noises  are 
admirably  represented  by  the  words  which  convey 
the  idea;  as, /orr  (it  boils),  tvr  (it  breaks),  cseng 
(it  rings),  /leng-  (it  rings,  i.  c.  speaking  of  coins), 
hang  (sound).  No  eight  monosyllables  in  any 
language  could  convey  a  more  complete  image  of 
the  horrors  of  war  than  does  Kisfaludy’s  verse; 
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Ma«  niord  duhe  a’  mit  ^r,  ra^, 

Boot,  dort,  tur,  rout)  dul,  snjt,  01.* 

The  voices  of  animals  arc  also  represented  by 
characteristic  words  —  the  bear  tnorog^  the  lion 
ordity  the  owl  htthong^  the  cock  kukority  the  bull 
Lumlwiy  the  cow  bogy  the  goat  mekegy  the  lamb 
hegety  the  pig  rlifagy  the  goose  gdgog. 

The  most  remarkable  character  of  the  Magyar, 
and  that  which  gives  and  preserves  a  euphony 
beyond  the  reach  of  any  other  language,  is  the 
separation  of  the  vowels  into  two  classes — a,  o,  u, 
male,  and  c,  i,  5,  and  ft,  female ;  while  each  class 
possesses  a  separate  set  of  instruments  for  cre¬ 
ating  all  conjugates. t  If  the  last  syllable  of  a 
word  have,  for  example,  a  masculine  vowel,  the 
artix  must  be  made  to  agree  with  it.  A  wonder¬ 
ful  uniformity  of  character  and  harmony  of  sound 

•  The  iniirderou.'i  rage  of  Mars,  which,  whatever  it  reaclic.s, 
cuts, 

W.13ICS,  shakes,  breaks,  destroy*,  iiprends,  scatters,  and 
8l.'\y3. 

t  Verseghi  divides  the  vowels  into  four  ciasses,  which  he  call*, 

1,  liase-voweis — a,  o,  and  u. 

2,  Tenor- vowel* — o  and  u. 

3,  Alt-vowel — c, 

4,  Discant-vowel — i. 

The  6rst,  he  sajs,  must  have  a  base-vowel  for  its  suSix. 

The  second  and  third  cau  never  take  a  suffix  from  the  first. 

The  fourth  is  neutral,  and  sonictiincs  takes  a  suffix  from  all  the 
others. 
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are  the  necessary  consequence  of  this  simple  and 
appropriate  machinery.  Thus,  for  example,  amid 
and  endo  are  the  signs  of  the  participle  future, 
and  are  used  the  first  for  the  male,  as  /tal,  root 
of  hMl  (death),  makes  halandd,  will  die,  or 
dicable;  and  the  second  for  the  female,  as 
root  of  ^gni  (to  burn),  dgendo,  will  burn,  or 
burnable— 05  and  es,  as  olvasds  (reading),  from 
the  root  olvas,  reads— and  szetwedds  (suffering), 
from  szenvtd  suffers  —  at  and  e/,  as  gojidolat 
(thought),  from  gondola  thinks — dpdlet  (a  build¬ 
ing),  from  dpdl,  builds.  So,  again,  the  compnra* 
tive  is  formed  of  ahh  or  ehhf  according  to  the 
ultimate  syllable;  as  draga  dear,  drdgdhh  dearer 
— holes  wise,  Vdlcsehh  wiser.  *SV/^  and  sdg  make 
a  quality  from  a  personification— friend¬ 
ship,  from  bardt,  friend— manhood,  from 
onher,  man  i  Udan,  teleii^  denote  absence ;  as, 
szobdUdmi^  without  a  chamber — kdretlai,  unasked, 
i.  c.  without  asking.  And  so  are  the  Hungarian 
plurals,  according  to  the  vowels  of  the  singular, 
formed  in  oA,  ok,  or  ek,  I'he  same  modification 
runs  through  all  the  declensions  and  conjugations. 

This  division  of  the  language  into  male  and 
female  words  may  be  pursued  in  its  influences  to 
some  very  curious  results.  It  will  be  found  that 
the  letters  a  and  o  are  usually  employed  in  the 
w'ords  to  which  the  ideas  of  grandeur,  vastness. 
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weighty  and  pomp,  attach,  such  as  the  lake ; 
napy  the  sun;  holdy  the  moon;  t&hoTy  a  camp; 
hady  war — that  c  and  t  occur  where  swiftness  or 
alacrity  are  denoted  ;  as,  vigy  gay ;  vidity  to  exhi- 
lirate— that  disagreeable  associations  are  usually 
connected  with  u;  as,  ruty  ugly;  hutay  stupid; 
huy  grief:  6  and  il  generally  represent  vagueness 
and  confusion ;  us,  gozy  vapor smoke;  fiot^ty 
dark ;  godury  ditch ;  surily  thick.  So  the  short 
vowels  for  the  most  part  express  rapidity,  and  the 
long  ones  slowness;  as  seljesy  hasty;  rUpuly  io  fly; 
Htdhdy  to  run — lassOy  slow;  cs(tszy  creeps;  rwdsz, 
crawls.  In  the  same  manner  it  will  be  found 
that  the  hard  and  soft  consonants  are  adapted  to 
the  dilTercnt  ideas  conveyed;  as  for  example, 
Slone ;  hardy  sabre ;  durva,  rude ;  wliilc  idgi/, 
anj/dy  Icdnp,  soft,  mother,  girl,  have  a  sweetness 
suited  to  the  objects  they  represent.* 

•  A  very  curious  example  of  two  distinct  incaniiigs  to  the 
iiamc  syllables,  when  diflfcrrotly  arranged.  Is  given  in  the  Sz6p 
Litcrat(irui  Ajindck,  for  1820,  p.  65. 

Uoris  tc  nera  amor  ostoba 
Nyila  zOrOnibCl.  Tsdje 
Meg  tompult  a’liogon. 

Domboru  tan  Bora  kedvelluje. 

Uor  Istcnc  1  luftmoros  tdba 
Nyil  az  OrOiu  bOltsdjc 
Mcgtoinpnl  talan  gunduin 

Por  utan.  Bur  a’  kedv  Klldje. 


introduction. 
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Vlll 

; .  Whatever  changes  the  language^  brought  by  the 
Magyars  into  Europe^  has  undergone  in  conse> 
quence  of  their  intercourse  .with  their  neighbours^ 
the  construction  has  been  little  changed^  and  re¬ 
tains  its  Asiatic  forms.  The  words  which  have 
been  introduced  have  mostly  undergone  an  Hun¬ 
garian  modiheatioD,  and  of  late  the  language  has 
obtained  a  decided  mastery  over  the  Latini  which^ 
for  many  centuries,  had  been  the  instrument  of 
law  and  literature.  That  it  presents  many  difH- 
culties  to  the  student,  is  certain.  It  has  sounds 

4 

>vhich,  though  they  may  be  collected  from  other 
languages,  are  combinpd  in  none  —  the  French 
eu,  u,  and  j,  the  German  6  and  ii,  the  Spanish  II, 

fi,  the  Russian  and  la  ,  the  Italian  gi,  and 
many  others.  '  Then  again  its  Eastern  peculiari¬ 
ties.  Its  precision,  however,  facilitates  the  right 
understanding  of  it,  as  do  the  simple  and  efficient 
rules  by  which  all  its  conjugates  are  made.  Of  any 
adjective  an  active  verb  may  be  formed  by  the 
addition  of  ehii,  and  a  substantive  by  the  addi¬ 
tion  of  sdg  or  The  same  form  of  conjugates 
is  used  for  substantives,  pronouns,  adjectives, 
numerals,  and  verbs.  These  conjugates  are  sim¬ 
ple  additions  to,  and  never  alterations  of,  the  root, 
and  are  throughout  j)<>stj)osiiions,  which  some¬ 
times,  when  gathered  up  one  after  another,  pre- 
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sent  a  curious  aspect;  ns  Idt  (sees),  the  root; 
Idthatf  he  can  see;  Idtds  (seeing or  sight);  /a/o, 
the  seeer  (the  prophet) ;  Idtniy  to  see ;  Idtatlan^ 
unseen;  Idthato,  secable  ;  Idthatosdg^  sceablc- 
ness ;  idtatatlati,  unseeable  ;  idthatialafc,  I  might 
have  seen  thee;  Idthatatlansdg,  unseeableness; 
Idlhatatlonohiak,  to  the  unseeable  (pi.  Dat). 

In  the  Magyar  alphabet  the  5/,  after  g,  I,  n,  and 
t,  produces  that  sound  which  melts  into  the  fol¬ 
lowing  letter;  ns,  in  French,  gn,  11,  in  mon« 
tagne,  mcdaillc:  cs,  ts,  arc  equivalent  to  our 
ch ;  Bz,  to  b;  zs,  to  the  Frcneh  j;  tz  or  cz  to 
z;  and  s  to  the  English  sh.  The  effect  of  an 
accent  is  to  lengthen  the  vowel ;  6  and  u  (d  and 
n,  or  d  and  \(  long)  have  nearly  the  souikIs  of  the 
French  cu  and  u*  '^riic  whole  number  of  sounds 
in  the  Magyar  is  thirty-eight,  and  their  ortho¬ 
graphy,  like  that  of  all  the  Gothic  and  Slavo¬ 
nic  nations,  has  to  struggle  with  the  imper¬ 
fections  of  the  Roman  alphabet  in  representing 
sounds  unknown  to  the  Latins.  The  character¬ 
istic  of  the  Latin  alphabet  is  poverty,  and  its 
inconvenience  and  inaptitude  to  many  of  the 
idioms  into  which  it  has  been  introduced,  arc 
very  striking.  It  is  thus  that  strangers  arc  so 
perplexed  with  onr  two  M’s,  as  in  thing  and  that ; 
the  J)  and  the  ^  of  the  Anglo  Saxons,  the  Q  and 
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the  Z  of  the  modern  Greeks.  If  the  Polish  and 
Bohemian  tongues  present  a  strange  appear¬ 
ance  to  the  eye^  H  arises  from  the  blending  to¬ 
gether. of  many  consonants  to  represent  a  single 
sound.  The  letters  c^  q,  and  x,  are  wanting  to 
the  Magyar  alphabet.  Some  of  the  inconveni¬ 
ences  pf  the  small  number  of  letters  arc  avoided 
by  accents.  In  the  word  ^rtclem^  for  example^ 
the  e  has  three  distinct  sounds. 

The  introduction  of  an  accent  frequently  gives 
a  word  a  completely  different  signification. — Sas, 
eagle  \  mU,  reed  $  szu,  woodworm ;  szHf  heart ; 
por^  dust  j  p6r^  peasant. 

So  again  many  words  have  two  meanings;  as^ 
ido,  time  and  weather;  hdi,  week  and  seven; 
7wpt  sun  and  day.— These,  however,  bear  the  ob¬ 
vious  names  of  original  identity. 

The  native  Hungarian  cannot  combine  two 
consonants  in  the  same  syllable.  The  words  in 
the  language  which  present  such  a  combination 
are  foreign.  The  presence  of  many  consonants 
in  a  word  is  always  a  source  of  difficulty  to 
foreigners,  and  is  one  of  the  main  sources  of  mo¬ 
difications.  In  Spanish,  5  followed  by  a  conso¬ 
nant  has  almost  always  an  e,  making  another 
syllable  before  it;  as,  for  strada;  espqda, 

for  spada ;  so  the  Magyar  iaAo/o  for  school. 
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III  the  Finnic  brandies  of  language  some  very 
extraordinary  dianges  will  be  found,  produced  by 
this  circumstance.  And  in  Hungarian  scarcely 
less ;  ns,  Gorii^,  Greek  5  Ferenez,  Francis. 

The  Magyar  is  absolutely  devoid  of  genders, 
and  the  female  sex  is  always  expressed  by  n  dis¬ 
tinct  word.*  It  has  only  a  definite  article,  az,  ez,f 
.which  is  at  the  same  time  a  demonstrative  pro¬ 
noun.  It  has  only  one  declension,  and  the  pos¬ 
sessive  pronouns  arc  snffixa  to  the  nouns,  ns  arc 
the  personal  pronouns  to  the  verbs,  modifying 
both  nouns  and  verbs  to  a  singular  uniformity ; 
as  for  example, 

tzrri'frtf  love;  szerefetem,  iny  l«»vc;  szfrrtetnnk,  our  love. 
jcercZ/i/,  to  lore;  tzrreiem,  Move;  szfrvtunfi,  wo  love. 

izeMrit-tlf  tliy  love  ;  szen  tcfi/i,  your  love, 
szcrctfif,  llioulovest;  you  love. 

iZfrrtfte,  |i!<  love ; 
jtzerfii,  lie  lovCM, 

Gibbon  says,  tliat  **  the  Hungarian  bears  a 
close  and  clear  aflinity  to  the  idiom  of  the  Fcnnic 
race,  i.  e.  the  Finnish,  Laplandish,  and  Fstho- 
nian.'*  He  is  an  indiiTcrent  authority  in  philo¬ 
logical  matters.  The  words  of  identity  arc  really 
few — far  fewer  than  will  be  found  coinnion  to  tlic 


•  It  is  a  curious  fact  tliat  A/m  is  one  of  tlic  words  svliicli  re¬ 
present  tlic  Eualc  geuder  in  Magyar. 

t  (one)  is  a  numeral  and  not  an  article. 
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Magyar  and  German,  or  even  the  Magyar  and 
Latin.  There  are  some  curious  affinities,  but 
they  are  not  peculiar  In  the  construction  of  the 
Finnish  and  the  Hungarian :  the  copulative  con¬ 
junctions,  prepositions,  interrogative  adverbs,  and 
possessive  pronouns,  arc  all  postfixed  to  the 
nouns.  The  adjectival  termination  es,  and  the 
possessive  em,  arc  common  to  the  Lappish  and. 
the  Magyar.  'Fhc  Magyar  menr,  and  the  Estho- 
nian  minne,  arc  conjugates  of  substantives  de¬ 
noting  action,  and  kd  is  a  diminutive  in  both. 
The  Hungarian  and  Finmark  plural  nominative 
(ik,  ehy  arc  identical ;  in  Finnish  the  plural  is 
formed  by /i.  Henegassi’s  work*  has  traced  the 
affinities  of  the  Magyar  into  twenty  eastern  and 
half  the  number  of  western  languages.  Gyar- 
mathf  has  written  with  extreme  minuteness  on 
the  resemblance  between  the  Hungarian  and  the 
Finnish.  He  produces  a  number  of  words 
ending,  for  the  most  part,  in  0,9,  e.?,  w,  oy, 
and  mly  which  are  common  to  both.  Neither 
has  any  gender,  and  they  each  form  their  com- 

•  Ueber  <lic  Aehnlichkcit  clcr  Hungailschcn  Spraebe  n»it  dcii 
inorgcnlacntllschcn  iicbst  ciner  Eiitwickelung  derNatur  nod  man- 
chcr  biaher  uobckannten  Eigen5cbafftcii  dcssclben  von  I*.  Bcrc- 
gassi.  4  to.  Leipzig.  1796. 

■f"  Aninita.s  Liiigux  lluiigaricx  cum  Idugnl^  Fcnuicac  orlgini!^ 
Graiumaticc  demonstrata.  Gottiiigrc.  1799. 
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parative  in  h.  Every  noun  may  in  both  be 
formed  into  a  verb,  while  the  verbs  of  both  have 
Home  of  those  peculiar  tenses  whicli  arc  not  very 
easily  translatable  into  English  ;  as  for  c.\ani|)lc, 


LnjthiHiiih. 

IlangarUtH  trfiich  Gg($rm(tth  Mwi  Latinizts. 

Kt5Ab 

szcrctek  / 

nuio. 

Kt.'^niii 

»ZCI'ClU‘U) 

niiiaO. 

Kt^c'tilan.iii) 

azcrctcdJiii 

amor. 

Kt.iiilit.iiljiu 

aino. 

ICtAcliiaiii 

&zorcttcU‘iii 

curu  ut  amet. 

Kt^utzjaai 

frequenter  anio. 

Kt.iccUrii 

nzcrcbk’gi'fcin 

frequenter  quitlein  Aed 
nlinni  amo. 

r.(.'<o>lain 

Mzrri'tgricin 

iiino  Dliquiuituliim 

KtKilcxtuiu 

»zc'r(iiiitciti 

oinniuni  niinhue  air.o. 

EtdclitaUatlaiii 

Azcrc'tutgcicin 

fiiclu  ut  aheiuiii  rtepe  it 

<]iu  ainct. 


In  Finnish^  Laplamlish,  and  Hungarian^  the  ad¬ 
jectives  precede  the  nouns,  except  where  a  verb 
interposes.  The  singular  number  follows  all  nu¬ 
merals,  as  kilcntz  nine  day,  not  nine  daijs. 

In  both  a  superlative  idea  is  often  communicated 
by  a  repetition  of  the  positive  noun,  as  kirura, 
kieura  cilmutSy  (Lap.,)  Krus  creii-  emhcTy  (Hung.,) 
a  strong,  strong  man.  'J'he  verb  to  Jiavexs  want¬ 
ing  in  the  two  branches;  possession  is  expressed 
by,  to  he  tOj  Le  inusne  kiije^  (Lap.,)  van  nekein 
k’6nyvem’--k  book  is  to  me,  i.  e.  I  have  a  book, 
iioth  frequently  suppress  the  verb  to  be,  as  J6 
az,  that  (is)  good,  and  both  employ  it  in  the  gc- 
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ruiidial  form  for  the  present  of  the  inhiiite,  iiJro- 
heti  vagifoky  (Hung.,)  Lden  porriem,  (Lop.,)  J 
am  eating.*  The  Eathonian  nnd  Hungarian  pro- 
noune  have  a  strong  resemblance. 

B»thonkn  tnia  ke  kegt  mere  tcic 

Jiungarian  ml  kl  klki  /a  ml  tl 

what  .  wlio  whoever  I  we  you. 

And  in  their  expressions  of  endearment  there  is 
much  similarity  of  plirase,  as  Knlla  Herra^  (Est.,) 
Aranyo^  Uram,  (Hung.,)  My  golden  Sir  1 
The  affinities  with  some  of  the  remoter  idioms, 
arc  very  remarkable.  'I'hc  word  utyHy  father,  is 
(os  is  well  known)  one  found  in  a  variety  of  dif¬ 
ferent  tongues,  though  I  suspect  its  resemblance 
to  the  first  lispings  of  a  child  is  the  secret  of 
its  extension.  But  blended  with'  a  possessive 
pronoun,  the  affinities  arc  extraordinary. 


CheremmUm 

Atjam 

atjat 

atjAsc 

Hungarian 

Atyain 

aityad 

attya 

Laplandith 

Attjalii 

attjatt 

attjes 

My  father 

thy  father 

his  father 

Cherenutsian 

Atjane 

atjada 

atjast 

Ilimgaridn 

AtyHiik 

atyatok 

attyok 

Laplandith 

Mo  attjeh 

to  atjeh 

attjehs 

our  father 

your  father 

their  father.f 

•  But  Gyarmath  is  fall  of  extravagant  fancies.  Many  of  his 
alDnltles  are  as  far  removed  as  possible.  Who  but  he  would 
have  seen  a  resemblance  between  Juhmel  and  Isteri,  Adde 
pai  and  Add/arkesnak  T 

t  Those  who  would  pursue  these  researches  into  Tarlary, 
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Of  the  afhnltlcs  of  the  Magyar  with  the  lan¬ 
guages  which  it  has  been  supposed  to  resemble, 
the  following  Numerals  will  enable  the  reader  to 
judge : 


Ifungarian 

Lnplnniiiih 

Ksthnnhm 

Fo(iak 

Cheremhsidii 

1  Kgy 

Agd 

Uks 

Odik 

Iktct 

2  KettO  or 

KniVlitc 

Kaks 

Kik 

Koktot 

KCt 

a  Hornuor 

llarnia 

Kolin 

Kaiii 

Kumut 

HArom 

4  N(Jgy 

Nelje 

Nelli 

Nil 

Nilit 

&  (it 

Wit 

Viis 

Vity 

Vizit 

G  Hat 

Kot 

Kuu/. 

Knaty 

Kiidiit 

7  IH't 

Kletja 

Sells 

S/ezini 

.S/iniit 

d  NyoUz 

Kakisc 

Kapheksa 

Kiainiz 

Kand.ioo 

U  Kilontz 

Akts(5 

•  • 

Hhlicksa 

rkiiii/ 

Iiidcsc 

10  KU’k  or 

Logie 

Kiimmc 

Da/ 

Lii 

Tlz 

11  I'gy-cleg-  Akht'logc*nal 

nel  orTiz* 

Da/.odik 

Ln.atckle 

12  Kctta  eleg 
ncl 

KuShtc  logc  nal 

Dazkik 

Liiatkoktot 

20  K^t-clcg  or  KuShte  logo 

Kiz 

Kolo 

Htisz 

100  Szaz 

Tjuotc 

Sa<lda 

Sziit 

Sj'ido 

1000  Ezci 

Tusan 

Tuhhat 

Sziitrz 

Tnscni 

yolguit 

Pennic 

Otthths  Fhtnuh 

1  Akw  . 

Otek 

Eict 

Iksi 

2  Kitcg 

Kuk 

Kalu 

Kaksi 

may  consult  Wltscii’s  Noord  cn  Oosl  Tarlaryc,  Amsterdam,  1705; 
the  Collection  of  Russian  Histories,  Petersburgh,  1758;  and  they 
win  find  a  few  materials  in  Pallai’s  comparative  Dictionary. 
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yoigttU 

Pfrmic 

Ottlaks 

FinnUh 

3  Kuroni 

Kuam 

Chuloiu 

Koluil 

4  Nilli 

NJol 

Nilha 

Neljk 

5  At 

Vlt 

Uwat 

VIIjiI 

6  Kot 

Koat 

Chot 

Kuusi 

7  Sal 

SUIrn 

Sabat 

ScUicmlti 

8  NOlluu 

KOkjaromai 

Niclia 

Kahdeksan 

9  Ontollou 

Ukmof 

Artjaii 

YhdeksXu 

10  Lou 

1)041 

Jong 

Kymtucuau 

11  Akukutploii 

Igut-Joug 

IksltoUtakym* 

luentX 

12  Kltkulploii 

Katchutjoiig 

KaksIloliUkytu 

mentk 

20  Kus 

Chus 

Kakslkymmcnttt 

100  Shat 

.Sot 

Sota 

1000  Sliott 

I'urres 

'Albans. 

The  prosody  of  the  Magyar  is  very  remarkable. 
Tiicrc  is  no  measure  of  Latin  or  Greek  rythmus 
to  which  it  does  not  lend  itself.  Pyrrhtes  and 

o  • 

Spondees  abound.  The  tribrKch  and  molOssQs  arc 
not  wanting  j  and  all  the  intermixtures  of  long 
and  short  feet,  Iambics,  Trochees,  Dactyl^',  and 
anapests.  Vir&g’s  Magyar  Prosodia  ifs  Magyar 
Irds,^  contains  specimens  of  every  classical  mea¬ 
sure.  Other  specimens  of  the  adaptation  of  the 
Magyar  may  be  found  in  his  Poesia,  at  the  end  of 
his  Tragedy  of  Hwiyadi  L4szl6,\  The  first  ex¬ 
ample  of  measured  verse  is  of  the  date  of  1541. 

The  dialects  of  Hungary  are  not  much  unlike; 

•  Buda,  8vo.  1820.  f  Buda.  8vo.  1817, 
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and  there  is  no  part  of  the  country  where  the 
Magyar  is  so  spoken^  as  not  to  be  intelligible  in 
every  other  part.  The  varieties  are  principally  in 
confounding  a  and  and  6  and  i,  and  in  length¬ 
ening  the  syllables  and  words.  Two  prize  Essays, 
one  by  HorvAt,  and  the  other  by  G&ti,  on  the  Dia¬ 
lects  of  the  Hungarian,  were  published  in  1821. 
The  two  most  distinct  idioms  arc  those  of  Raab 
and  Bihar.  The  Transylvanians,  especially  the 
8/.dkcly,  have  a  drawling  manner  of  pronouncing 
words  which  is  very  singular.  They  arc  of  Tatar 
origin,  and  have  preserved  a  greater  number  of 
their  original  terms.* 

The  Hungarians  invariably  write  the  baptismal 
after  the  family  name.  Thus,  Thnhz  Andrds 
(Andrew  Thaisz,  the  translator  of  the  Scottish 
Romances) ;  this  rule  even  extends  to  foreign 
names,  as  in  the  title  to  these  translations,  Scott 
Walter  lioindnjai,  Hungarian  women  do  not 
abandon  tlieir  family  names  when  they  marry. 

As  in  every  other  tongue  of  ancient  date,  a  de¬ 
mand  for  new  words,  accommodated  to  an  ad¬ 
vanced  cultivation,  has  been  felt  in  the  Hungariati. 

*  Consult,  for  80U3C  curious  particulars  concerning  them,  En* 
gel’s  Ce}>cliichte  dos  Uiigarischen  Rcichs  and  seiner  Ncbelinder. 
Halle,  1797. 
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Nothing  can  be  so  peniiciovi^  W  to  shut,  out  use¬ 
ful  novelties  fi;op[i  |i  lapgu^ei  under  the 
name  of  purity,  tp  provide  fp?  its  permanent  po¬ 
verty,  In  1653,  Professor  Ap^czai  Caere  Jauoa 
introduced  many  valuable  words  into  his  Hunga¬ 
rian  Cyclopedia,  but  they  did  not  take  root.  In 
l/B/f  6zab6  David  made  the  experiment  of  em¬ 
ploying  many  words  of  German  origin.  Knzinezy, 
who,  in  early  life,  bad  taken  a  deplded  part 
against  innovation,  became  afterwards  the  advo¬ 
cate  for  the  use  of  a  foreign  phraseology  in  mut¬ 
ters  of  foreign  origin.  He  was  violently  attacked 
in  a  satire,  entitled  Mondolat^  and  un  active  con¬ 
troversy  was  excited,  in  which  many  of  the  prin¬ 
cipal  Magyar  writers  took  an  active  part. 

In  Hungarian  the  title  is  always  given  in  con¬ 
versation,  and  the  form  of  address  is  in  the  third 
person  singular,  az  Ur^  AsMzony^  the  gentle¬ 
man,  the  lady  5  as,  Hogy  az  Ur?  How  does 
the  gentleman  do  ?  From  inferiors  the  usual  ex¬ 
pression  is  Tekinteles  Ur,  Courteous.  Sir  5  to  in¬ 
feriors,  Kead  or  Jyed,  U  the  title  used,  which  is 
probably  an  abbreyiatipn  pf  Kfgyclmed  or  Kelmed, 
Your  Grace,  a  form  slill  much  used.  Dohrentci 
has  proposed  the  word  Kcgyed  for  common  use, 
and  it  has  been  employed  in  the  writings  of  Kis, 
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Kisfuludy,  and  Thaisz.  Perhaps  there  is  no  Ian* 
guage  in  which  the  introduction  of  titular  expres¬ 
sions  of  courtesy  is  so  piquant  as  in  the  Magyar. 

Though  many  Hungarian  writers  report  that 
the  Magyars  brought  with  them  from  Asia  works 
in  tlic  native  oriental  character,  nothing  of  this 
description  is  now  remaining.  The  introduction 
of  Christianity  introduced  the  Latin  alphabet  in 
the  time  of  Stephen  the  First  (A.D.  997— 
1034).  The  Christian  teachers,  being  originally 
strangers,  employed  the  Homan  letters  )  but  not 
for  nearly  a  century  the  Latin  language,  the  use 
of  which  was  first  decreed  by  the  Synod  of  1114. 

There  arc  two  documents  in  Hungarian  to 
w'hich  Dobrentei  assigns  the  date  of  A.D.  1192, 
1210.  Tliey  arc  funeral  discourses,  and  thus 
begin  :  JAitjalnc  feleym  zumlnchel  mic  rogmuc — 
and  Scerehnes  brali/m  uhnaggomuc  ez  scegen 
ember  lilkeert,  *  There  is  also  a  biography  of 
Margaret,  daughter  of  King  Bela  the  Fourth,  who 
died  in  12/1. 

From  the  fourteenth  to  the  beginning  of  the 
sixteenth  century,  under  the  domination  of  fo* 


•  In  Diodcni  Magyar,  L<\)dtok  /eMm  izrmelehkct  mlk  raryimk 
—You  «ee,  my  kiuttmeu  what  we  ore ;  oiid,  Szertlma  bwrdtim 
imtuljunh  ez  izeg^ny  einber  lelhetrt — My  beloved  fticiids!  Ul  us 
pray  for  ihls  poor  mao’s  soul. 

c2 
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reign  kings,  the  Hungarian  was  employed  for  laws 
and  ordinances,  and  was  used  as  the  Court  lan¬ 
guage  uuder  Charles  and  Louis  of  Anjou*  There 
is  a  Magyar  partition-document^  dated  1339. 
There  are,  too,  Hungarian  oaths  sometimes  at¬ 
tached  to  Latin  laws,  for  the  better  understanding 
of  the  people.  The  form  of  the  Coronation  Ap¬ 
peal,  used  at  this  epoch  by  the  Primate  of  the 
kingdom,  the  Archbishop  of  Gran,  to  the  assem¬ 
bled  orders,  is  still  preserved*  Three  times  he 
demanded  Akarjatok  4  hogy  e*  jtleiilevd  N*  N, 
kirdlysdgra  korondztd$s4kf  Will  you  that  N.  N* 
here  present  be  crowned  for  our  king?*'  And 
tlic  answer  thrice  repeated  was,  Akarjnk  4ljcn^ 
dljaiy  4ljm^  a\  kirdly — We  will, — Live,  live,  live 
the  king.*' 

There  have  been  from  time  to  time  royal  de¬ 
clarations  in  favour  of  the  Hungarian  language. 
In  1527>  Ferdinand  the  First  publicly  declared 
that  “  lie  would  preserve  the  Magyar  tongue  and 
people  with  all  his  power  and  means]**  and,  in 
1569,  there  is  in  the  statutes  of  Maximilian  the 
following  words :  **  Et  casu  quo  suam  majestatem 
a  regno  longius  abesse  contingeret  unum  ex  hliis 
loco  sui  et  si  usque  possibile  sit,  in  Ungaria  ut 
linguam  quoque  gentis  addiscant,  relinquere.** 

The  Princes  of  the  Habsburgh  House  have 


THE  MAGYAR  LANGUAGE.  xxi 

given  all  possible  encouragement  to  the  predomi¬ 
nance  of  the  Cierman  tongue  in  Hungary.  As 
there  has  been  for  centuries  no  kingly  court  at 
Buda^  the  language  has  suffered  something  from 
the  want  of  that  protection  which  fashion  com¬ 
municates.  The  Emperor  Joseph  issued  a  Hun¬ 
garian  decree  during  the  tumults  which  disturbed 
his  reign  ;  and,  in  l/OO,  the  Diet  encouraged  the 
language  by  a  specific  law  }  but  the  Diet  bus  not 
ventured  to  make  the  Magyar  the  recognized  lan¬ 
guage  for  olBcial  communication.  Something  like 
this  was  anticipated  from  their  last  assembly  in 
18*2.'>-27,  but  the  public  expectation  was  disap¬ 
pointed. 

There  arc  many  Hungarian  grammars,  of  which 
the  oldest  is  that  of  John  Erdosi,  printed  at 
Vissigath,  in  1539.  Another  was  published  by 
Albert  Moln4r  in  1610,  of  which  an  improved 
edition  appeared  at  Vienna  in  1788.  Meliboi's 
Ungurischer  Sprachmeistcr,  (Presburg,  17^7,  6th 
ed.,)  and  Jos.  Farkas*  Grundliche  und  Nch  Ver- 
hesserte  Ungansche  Sprachlehrcy  originally  printed 
in  1771j  have  been  reprinted  from  time  to  time, 
the  latter  with  additions  and  amendments  by  P.  dc 
Kis  Szonto,  and  Jos.  von  M&rton.  Sam.  Gyar- 
math*s  Kritische  Grammatik,  in  2  vols.,  is  a  more 
elaborate  production ;  and  Paul  BersgszdszVs 
I'ersuch  cincr  Magi/arischm  Sprachlehrc  has  a 
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particular  yiew  to  the  affinities  between  the  Hun¬ 
garian  and  the  Oriental  tongues.  This  is  also 
the  object  of  Verseghi's  A\  ihzta  Magyarsagy 
or  **  the  pure  Hungarian  tongue/r  which  has  led 
to  a  philological  •  controyersy^  In  which  he  has 
been  attacked  by  Job.  Miklosi^  In  a  volume  enti¬ 
tled  Verteghi  Fermtz  nek  TUzidtalan  Magyarsd- 
ga,  or  Fr.  Verseghi's  Impure  Hungarian  Tongue.* 
Jos.  von  M&rton's  Hungarian  and  German  Dic¬ 
tionary  is  the  best.  "  The  last  edition  of  Fr.  Paris 
Papais'  Diciionarum  Latme-Huugaricum  con¬ 
tains  a  history  of  all  the  vocabularies  of  the  Ma¬ 
gyar  tongue. 


•  WitIirldaU'8,  Vul.  II.  781-3. 
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Various  arc  the  opinions  respecting  the  origin 
of  tlic  Hungarian  people.  Dr.  F.  Thomas  hat 
written  three  volumes  to  prove  them  to  be  de^ 
Bcendcd  from  the  ancient  Egyptiiuii.*  The  word 
Hungariai  is  of  Mogol  root,  end  was  originally 
Ugur  or  Ittgur,  meaning  foreigner  or  stranger. 
The  Hungariai  denominate  themselves  and  their 
language  Magyar,  which  was  undoubtedly  the 
name  of  one  of  the  tribes  from  which  they  sprung. 
In  the  fourth  century  they  took  possession  of  the 
land  of  the  Bashkir  (Tartars),  between  the  Volga, 
Tobol,  and  Jaik.  They  were  subdued  by  the 
Turks  in  the  sixth  century ;  and  in  the  seventh, 
eighth,  and  ninth,  they  associated  themselves  with 
the  Chazars  in  Lcbedia,  (now  the  province  of 
Katherinoslav,)  and  subsisted  by  robbery  and 
ravage.  In  the  middle  of  the  ninth  century  they 

•  Coiijectars  dc  Originc,  prima  sede  ct  liiiguA  Huiigaroniia. 
Hiidae,  180(>.  3  Vob. 
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were  called  in  by  Ratislaw,  Duke  of  Moravia,  to 
assist  him  against  the  Germans;  and  not  long 
after,  their  territory  being  intruded  on  by  the 
Pechenegers,  they  took  up  their  abode  under  the 
Carpathian  mountains,  and  combined  with  King 
Arnulf  against  their  former  Moravian  allies.  In 
their  absence  the  Bulgarians  had  devastated  their 
province,  and  they  took  possession  of  a  part  of 
Galicia,  but  afterwards  broke  through  the  Car- 
paths  towards  Munkacb,  attacked  the  Bulga¬ 
rians  on  the  river  Theiss,  and  seized  a  part  of 
Pannonia.  They  were  at  this  period  Composed 
of  seven  tribes,  of  which  the  Magyar  Was  the 
strongest,  and  ultimately  gave  its  Oamo  to  all  the 
rest.  A  part  of  the  race  still  occupied  Bashkiria, 
and  are  mentioned  by  Carplni  In  1240,  and  Ru- 
briyis  in  1251,  who  speak  of  them  as  having  ori¬ 
ginally  gone  forth  from  the  Bashkirs.  In  oUr 
time,  however,  no  fragments  of  the  Magyar  lan¬ 
guage  are  left  in  Bashkiria,  though  Von  Orlay 
reports  that  one  of  the  Caucasian  tribes  is  Still 
called  Ugrkhi  (Hungarians)  by  the  Russians,  and 
uses  an  Hungarian  dialect.  Among  the  Hunga¬ 
rians  it  has  alv^ys  been  a  favorite  theory  to  con¬ 
sider  themselves  as  Hum,  with  little  other  reason 
than  the  similarity  of  name.  The  Htais  were 
undoubtedly  a  Mongolian  race,  and  nothing  can 
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be  more  unlike  than  the  languages^  characters^ 
persons^  and  habits^  of  the  Hungarians  and  the 
Mongolians.  Of  late,  a  theory  that  the  Hunga¬ 
rians  and  Finlanders  have  a  common  origin,  has 
found  many  intelligent  advocates;  but  probably 
nothing  more  than  the  orientalism  of  both  can  be 
deduced  from  the  affinities  of  their  language* 

Wc  know  little  of  £tclc  (Attilu),  except  from 
testimony  whicli  must  be  received  with  the  great¬ 
est  distrust*  Priscus  Rhetor,  who  was  sent  by 
Theodosius  the  Second  to  the  Court  of  Etelc, 
speaks  of  the  fondness  of  the  Huns  for  their  na¬ 
tive  language,  and  of  the  festal  songs  in  which, 
after  their  festivals,  the  dcods  of  their  heroes  were 
celebrated  in  so  touching  a  style,  that  the  aged 
men  of  the  assembly  shed  many  tears.  He  men¬ 
tions  also,  that  when  Etelc  returned  to  his  castle, 
he  was  met  by  maidens  in  white  veils,  who  greet¬ 
ed  him  with  Scythian  hymns.  During  the  reign 
of  the  Arpadian  kings,  which  brings  us  down  to 
the  beginning  of  the  14th  century,  (Andreas  Ve- 
neta  having  been  poisoned  in  1301,)  many  arc  the 
references  to  the  Joculators  aud  Trufators,*  the 
Poets  and  Jesters,  who  were  always  to  be  found 

•  Trufator,  Trvfa,  (now  Tr^fUt)  ii  au  olJ  Magyar  uor<l  for 
Jest.  Schcilel  asks  if  Troulxulour,  Trobador,  and  Trufator,  may 
not  l»c  synonymous. 
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about  the  person  of  the  monarch.  And  Galeotti, 
the  librarian  of  King  Matthias^  asserts  that  hifl  fa¬ 
ther,  the  celebrated  John  Hunyadi,  awakened  tlie 
martial  spirit  of  his  master  by  the  hero-songs 
which  he  caused  to  be  recited  to  him.  At  table 
too,”  he  says,  **  musicians  and  cithara  players 
sung  the  deeds  of  valiant  warriors  in  their  native 
tongue  to  the  music  of  the  lyre— an  usage,”  he 
continues,  brought  from  Rome,  and  which 
passed  from  us  (Italians)  even  to  the  Hungari¬ 
ans.”^  At  this  period  the  literary  influence  of 
Italy  upon  Hungary  was  very  remarkable,  and 
Dante  has  expressed  in  his  Paradise  a  bright  an¬ 
ticipation  for  the 

Dcata  Ungrla!  su  nou  si  lascia 

Piu  lualrocnaro.  Cant.  xlx. 

But  of  this  period  little  remains,  except  such 
scattered  notices  and  fragments  ns  arc  scarcely 
remarkable  enough  to  occupy  a  place  in  this  brief 
notice. 

Simon  von  llcza  is  the  first  of  the  Hungarian 
Chroniclers*  His  history  is  from  the  earliest 
times  down  to  the  end  of  the  thirteenth  century. 

•  Of  one  of  the  Hungarian  Bishops,  Galeotti  wrltca,  **  Per* 
placnlt  ctiain  mlhl  iUa  familix  sox  dignitas  ct  elcgantia  semper 
cnim  In  vjus  domo  aut  orator  aut  stodetur  out  carmen  cautatur 
ad  lyraiii  aut  sermo  habetur  houcstus."  Cap,  31, 
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John  von  Kiikullo  wrote  the  Life  of  Lewis  the 
First,  1342 — 1382,  and  John  De  Turocz  publish- 
cd  n  Chronicle  of  the  Kingdom  of  Hungary  down 
to  the  year  14/3,  in  which  he  has  introduced, 
word  for  word,  the  writings  of  his  above-men¬ 
tioned  predecessors,  as  %veU  as  the  Chromcon 
Budense  of  an  anonymous  author  printed  at  Buda 
in  1473.^ 

The  battle  of  Mohkes  (1526)  is  the  Dies 
ine*'  of  the  Hungarians,  and  its  story  of  defeat 
and  humiliation  is  more  melancholy  from  its  so 
immediately  following  a  period  of  hope  and  of 
brightness.  Hungary  had  been  enlightened  by  the 
efforts  of  her  own  sons,  and  by  the  influx  of  illus¬ 
trious  strangers,  as  if  merely  to  contrast  with  the 
darkness  of  Turkish  oppression,  llic  Reformation 
which  soon  after  this  period  broke  in  upon  the 
land,  did  much  for  the  language.  The  spirit  of 
Lutheranism  was  essentially  popular.  Its  instru¬ 
ment,  the  vernacular  tongue,  especially  repre¬ 
sented  in  that  mighty  machine  of  knowledge  and 
of  power,  the  Press,  whose  efforts  have  changed 
and  continue  to  change  the  character  of  nations, 
and  which  acts  as  a  security  against  their  perma¬ 
nent  decline  and  fall,  began  to  exert  its  beneficial 
influences. 

Eiiliorii,  Gcscliiditc  clcr  i/illcralur,  II.  .il'J. 
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In  the  Bixteenth  century  many  printing  presses 
existed  in  Hungary.  ^The  great  circulation  of  the 
Bible  in  the  Temacular  tongue  produced  a  great 
demand  for  books.  In  the  cities  of  Bartfeld,  De- 
bretzen,  V4rad,  Ncusohl,  Kassa,  were  printing 
establishments  supported  by  the  public^  and  ilic 
Magnates  assisted  those  of  Detrekd^  Ujszigeth^ 
Galg6cz,  Alsdhendra,  Ntoethujvar,  ‘  and  P6pa, 
In  the  following  century  presses  were  erected  in 
Trentsin,  SUein/  Senitz^  Puebov^  Leutschan^  and 
Csessreg.  No  censorship  existed  in  any  shape 
during  this  period. 

The  names  of  Magyar  authors  begin  now  to 
thicken,  and  a  list  of  chroniclers  and  poets  occupy 
the  pages  of  literary  story.  The  works  of  this 
period  are  for  the' most  part  biographical  and  his- 
torical.*  The  poetry  can  hardly  be  said  to  be 
much  elevated  above  dull  and  sober  prose,  the 
ars  poeiica  of  the  age  being  little  more  than  the 
art  of  making  conimon>place  sentences  dance  to 
the  jingle  of  a  rhyme.  The  best  poet  of  the  day 
was  lln6di,  who  wrote  both  foreign  and  do¬ 
mestic  history,  and  who  does  not  seem  to  have 
hod  patronage  enough  to  exalt  him  even  above 
bodily  Buffering;  for  Jn  a  single  verse,  which  he 

•  See  a  Catalogue  of  these  early  productlous  lu  Saudor’s  Ma¬ 
gyar  Kdnyvafidt,  Raab,  1803,  iu  8to. 
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introduces  more  than  once^  he  gives  a  descrip* 
tion  of  himself  ^?hich  brings  him  and  his  misery 
pictorially  before  us.  It  may  thus  be  rendered : 

This  was  written  In  his  chamber  by  the  penniless  Tin^I, 

Often  blowing  on  bis  fingcrsi  for  tho  cold  was  In  bis  body.* 

Tin6di  flourished  in  the  middle  of  the  sixteentli 
century.  He  was  employed  as  a  literatus  in  the 
suite  of  Valentine  Torok,  who  being  led  captive 
by  the  Turks  to  the  seven  towers,  left  his  poor 
bard  to  wander  over  Hungary  and  Transylvania. 
His  works  were  collected  by  himself  into  two 
small  quarto  volumes  in  1554. 

Balabsa  (bom  1550,  died  1594)  has  a  few  com¬ 
positions  of  some  energy  and  feeling,  and  one  or 
two  of  his  warlike  songs  arc  martial  and  fiery, 
lie  fell  in  the  siege  of  Gran.  How  many  of  the 
poets  of  war  have  been  its  victims  1  His  first 
introduction  to  notice  was  on  occasion  of  the 
crowning  of  Rudolf  at  Presburg  in  1572,  when  he 
exhibited  a  grotesque  peasant  dance  to  the  court, 
exciting,  says  his  biographer,  the  wonder  of  the 
royal  family  and  of  all  who  saw  him.  His  love 
for  poetry  is  manifest  from  the  pieces  he  wrote 

*  Eanck  Ida  tr^  a*  j6  kolosr^rba 
Tiaddi  Sebnty^u  kuny\’Dyomta(as4ba; 

Szerzd  uagy  baaba,  egy  hideg  czobuba, 

Gyakraii  fd  kOrnicbc,  raert  niiic^  |h5iiz  ta.iolyaba. 
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araidflt  the  clang  of  arms^  a  few  days  before  his 
death. 

Some  dramatic  writers  belong  to  this  epoch. 
KdrAdi's  Balassa  Mmylidrt  and  Bornemisza’s 
Ktytermmtrd  are  the  roost  remarkable.  A  few 
years  after^  we  find  a  description  of  the  sort  of 
plays  performed  in  Transylvania.  **  Hinc  pnb- 
licae  fabulse  exhibits  et  coincedis  expugnationem 
Caniszensem^  Turcanim  trcpidatloncm  fugam  ct 
futurami  stragem/repreesententes.*'  But  both  tra¬ 
gedies  and  comedies  were  represented  by  strolling 
players,  both  in  Hungarian  and  Latin,  to  which 
the  Jesuits  contributed  a  great  number. 

Rimai  is  not  without  some  merit  as  a  didactic 
and  meditative  poet.  He  was  a  contemporary  of 
Balassa,  though  the  exact  dates  arc  unknown  of 
his  birth  and  death. 

Erdosi  made  the  first  attempt  to  break  through 
the  fetters  which  rhymes  imposed  upon  the  Ma- 
gyar  poets,  and  to  introduce  the  classical  proso- 
dial  forms.  I'he  Bohemians  had  attempted  this 
before,  and  the  first  Sapphics  of  the  Germans  arc 
of  the  year  1537.  In  1541,  Erdosi  wrote  his  A* 
Magyar  nepnek  ki  ezt  oXvassa^**  an  address  to  such 
of  the  Magyars  as  would  read  it,  in  flowing  hex¬ 
ameters.  He  had  for  a  long  time  no  followers, 
and  the  singular  aptitude  of  the  Hungarian  Ian- 
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guage  for  the  Greek  and  Roman  measures,  seems 
to  have  continued  unobserved  for  nearly  two  cen¬ 
turies  longer. 

Zrinyi  appeared  at  a  period  which  several  na¬ 
tions  are  disposed  to  claim  as  the  golden  age  of 
their  literature.  He  was  born  in  the  year  in  which 
Shakspeare  and  Cervantes  died — the  proud  era  of 
Italy,  England,  Spain,  and  Portugal.  Zrinyi  is, 
however,  the  founder  of  the  modern  poetry  of  the 
Magyars.  In  1651,  appeared  his  ZnVitW,  an 
epic  poem,  the  produce  of  those  hours  which 
military  and  civil  service  left  him  in  his  busy  ex¬ 
istence.  His  verses,  consisting  of  four  lines  of 
twelve  syllables,  with  a  common  rhyme,  have 
given  a  name  to  this  peculiar  stanza.  Little  can 
be  said  in  favor  of  his  language,  style,  or  versifi¬ 
cation.  They  arc  careless  and  incorrect,  and  his 
battle  descriptions  are  tedious  indeed.  Yet  arc 
his  conceptions  bold  and  strong.  His  portraits 
are  well  drawn,  and  his  groupings  happy.  His 
facility  of  writing  led  him  astray ;  yet,  withal,  he 
is  undoubtedly  far  above  any  poet  that  had  pre¬ 
ceded  him,  or  any  that  followed,  for  a  century  at 
least.  In  some  of  his  shorter  poems  there  is 
evidence  of  a  playful  and  busy  fancy.  He  was 
the  representative  of  a  family  of  great  antiquity, 
and  was  the  son  of  that  Ban  of  Croatia,  who  was 
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poisoned  by  Wallenstein  in  1626.  It  lias  been 
said  that  his  sword  had  been  stained  with  Turkish 
blood  before  he  was  ten  years  old ;  and  tbatj  in 
alter  times^  crowds  of  Osmanlis  rushed  to  see  a 
hero,  the  beautiful,  tall,  thin  hero,*'  who  had 
been  so  much  the  object  of  their  dread.  There 
la|  an  address  of  Soliuian  to  the  Grand  Vizier,  in 
which  be  directs  him  not  to  desist  from  attack 
until  he  has  captured  Zrinyi,  **  the  author  of  so 
much  mischief."  Zrinyi  fought  and  won  many 
battles,  but  was  killed  by  a  wild  boar  on  the  18th 
November,  1664.  He  had  been  covered  with 
honours  from  many  of  the  powers  of  Christendom, 
and  was  as  distinguished  for  his  learning  ns  for 
his  courage.  He  spoke  six  languages,  and  was  a 
master  of  the  literature  of  ancient  and  modern 
times.  The  first  edition  of  his  works  appeared  at 
Vienna,  in  4to.,  In  165J,^ 

Liszti,  a  man  of  considerable  condition  but  of 
barren  fancy,  printed  a  long  Epic,  Mohdesi  ves- 
zedtlenx^  on  the  Moh&cs*  defeat.  It  is  in  six-lincd 
stanzas,  the  lines  of  six  and  seven  syllables  fol^ 
lowing  one  another,  and  the  whole  effect  intole¬ 
rably  monotonous. His  Lyrics  have  not  this 
defect.  In  1659,  on  account  of  some  charge  made 
against  him  by  the  King's  Fiscal,  he  was  tried  by 
•  A'drlal  tcugtrnek  Syreoija,  Grof  Zrinyi  Mtkios. 
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the  Diet,  and  loBt  his  paternal  possessions.  This 
is  the  solitary  fact  preserved  of  his  history. 

The  songs  of  Beniczky,  who  lived  In  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  the  seventeenth  century,  arc  not 
without  merit.  His  P/ldahesK^dek  (Proverbs)  are 
excellent  and  condensed  moral  lessons.  He  was 
an  Eques  auratus,  but  complains  in  one  of  his 
poems  of  his  defective  education.  Of  his  history 
little  is  known.  His  works  have  been  several 
times  reprinted,  and  arc  popular  among  the  mid¬ 
dle  orders. 

GvdNovOsi  deserves  little  praise  except  on  ac¬ 
count  of  hia  rhymes,  which  are  generally  perfect. 
He  wrote  with  great  facility ;  but  he  could  not  re¬ 
lieve  himself  from  the  trammels  of  ancient  my¬ 
thology,  and  he  has  little  that  is  natural  or  cha- 
ractcrihtic  about  him.  He  has  passages  of  beauty, 
and  advanced  the  cultivation  of  his  native  tongue; 
but  his  allegories  are  often  inappropriate,  and  his 
sentimentality  not  very  natural,  GyOngyiJsi  is 
supposed  to  have  been  born  in  1620,  and  from 
the  early  development  of  talent  was  called,  as  a 
page,  to  the  Court  of  the  Palatine  in  1540.  He 
sang  the  charms  of  the  Palatiness,  Countess  Sz^csi, 
as  the  Venus  of  Mur^ny,  so  successfully,  that  she 
rewarded  him  with  the  village  of  B^baluska.  In 
1C8I,  he  became  a  representative  in  the  Diet, 
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obtained  the  favour  of  the  then  Palatine  Eflzter- 
and  continued  to  hold  different  distinguished 
oflBces  to  the  time  of  his  deaths  having  reached 
the  age  of  eighty-four.  Hb  Keminyiady  an  epic 
poem,  in  four  books  and  thirty  cantos,  was  re¬ 
ceived  with  gpreat  enthusiasm,  and  his  name  was 
long  one  of  the  most  honoured  among  Hungarian 
writers.  In  1796,  a  complete  edition  of  his  works 
was  publbhed  by  Dugonics.* 

KohXri  did  the  service,  with  Beniczy,of  break¬ 
ing  down  the  monotony  of  the  Zrinian  quar¬ 
tet  rhyme*  He  b  a  moralist,  **  dwelling  among 
the  tombs,*'  and  bringing  the  shortness  and  the 
nothingness  of  life  to  bear  constantly  on  his 
moralities.  He  was  born  in  1648.  He  was  in 
military  service,  and  suffered  all  the  miseries  of 
dungeons  and  chains  and  cold  and  thirst  and 
hunger.  Delivered  from  imprisonment,  he  was 
received  with  marked  distinction  j  but  soon  after, 
being  again  engaged  in  war,  his  right  arm  was  shot 
away  by  the  I'urks.  Charles  the  Third  advanced 
him  to  high  office — and  that  of  Oberstreichs- 
richter,  and  gave  him  the  privilege  of  employing 
a  silver  stamp  for  his  signature,  which  is  often 
mentioned  as  the  Lamina  Kohariiy  in  the  Corpus 
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Juris  of  Hungary.  His  Lyrics  he  published  un¬ 
der  the  Latin  title  of  Tintinabulum  Tripudian- 
iium*  Some  of  his  poems  were  translated  into 
Latin  by  Sztr&kos,  and  he  himself  wrote  in  Latin 
elegantly,  as  is  evidenced  by  his  Chronologra- 
phica  Bud<s  composita  (1 706),  and  jintidota  il/e- 
iaucholuc  (17^)*  He  spent  the  latest  part  of 
his  life  in  his  Castle  of  CskbrAg,  where  he  died  In 
1730,  leaving  a  reputation  for  integrity,  which  has 
passed  into  a  proverb. 

VVe  come  now  to  an  epoch  of  absolute  bar¬ 
renness. 

The  extinction  of  the  Transylvanian  Court  was 
a  serious  blow  to  the  Hungarian  tongue;  for  its 
employment  there  made  it  the  language  of  cour¬ 
tesy  and  of  commerce.  'I'lic  constant  attraction 
of  Vienna  drew  away  from  the  land  of  the  Ma¬ 
gyars  those  who  might  best  have  given  encou¬ 
ragement  to  the  idiom  of  their  forefathers ;  and  if 
they  returned  home,  they  returned  with  other 
tastes.  Latin  and  German  seemed  gradually  pre¬ 
ponderating,  and  driving  out  the  Magyar  from  the 
circle  of  civilization. 

But  a  reaction  at  last  occurred,  and  wc  dis¬ 
cover  a  marked  revival  of  Magyar  literature.  In¬ 
tercourse  with  Germany,  which  at  first  was  the 
banc,  became  afterwards  the  blessing,  of  Hungary; 
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.and  the  writers  who  agitated  Germany  with  n 
literary  reformation,  reflected  back  their  influence 
upon  the  Magyars.  And  thenceforward,  amidst 
some  vicissitudes,  a  gradual  progress  may  be  traced 
to  the  present  day  I  It  Is  obvious  the  language  has 
grown  stronger  and  stronger  by  exercise,  and  its 
literature  spread  wider  and  wider  by  cultivation. 
Newspapers  and  literary  journals  in  the  Magyar 
tongue  became  active  agents  In  its  diffusion,  and 
it  slowly  rose  from  that  depression,  that  persecu¬ 
tion  rather,  by  which  It  had  so  long  been  visited. 

Radat,  (PXl,)  who  figures  in  history  ns  the 
iicgociator  of  the  peace  of  Shemnitz  with  Leopold 
the  First,  and  the  representative  of  Prince  UA- 
k6c2i,  who  had  been"  nominated  by  the  French 
Court  as  the  arbitrator  between  Peter  the  Great 
and  Charles  XII.,  and  who  struggled  for  the  li¬ 
berties  of  his  fellow-Protestants  with  so  mucli 
zeal  and  talent,  published  a  volume  of  poetry, 
entitled  (Spiritual  Worship,)  which 

has  preserved  its  hold  on  the  affections  of  the 
Hungarians.  ,  ^ 

Amadb  was  Paul  Radai's  contemporary,  and 
was  once  deemed  the  first  of  Magyar  Lyric  Poets. 
His  verses  were  learned  by  heart,  and  circulated 
iu  MS.  over  the  land.  A  few  have  been  printed 
by  KultsAr,  in  his  Mulatsiigoky  (Amusements, 
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1827,)  and  others  are  in  the  progress  of  pub1iea« 
lion.  They  do  not  seem  to  possess  any  special 
value. 

But  Faludi  is  the  hrst  poet  on  whose  works  it 
is  possible  to  dwell  with  real  satisfaction.  He 
indeed  awoke  the  Hungarian  language,  which  was 
half«slutnbering  in  his  time.  The  Magyars  speak 
of  him  us  the  Magyar  poet.  He  caught  the  spirit 
of  some  of  the  Spanish  poets,  and  has  translated 
one  at  least  of  Gongora*8  romances.  His  Tun- 
ddrkert  (Enchanted  Garden)  is  admirable.  Few 
Lyrics  flow  more  naturally  and  sweetly  than  his. 
They  arc  music  both  to  the  eye  and  the  ear. 
They  arc  natural  outpourings  of  a  happy  temper. 
One  wishes  the  ancient  mythology  fur  away 
whenever  it  interrupts,  as  it  frequently  does,  the 
current  of  his  feelings.  Faludi  wus  a  Jesuit,  and 
spent  some  years  at  Rome.  He  taught  Law  af¬ 
terwards  in  the  Vienna  Academy,  translated 
Gracian,  wrote  a  drama,  and  was  made  Librarian 
at  Poson.  He  published  a  series  of  volumes 
on  Manners,  several  of  which  were  from  transla¬ 
tions  from  English.  Rdvai  collected  his  works 
into  two  volumes,  which  appeared  at  Gy  dr  (Uaab) 
1786-7*  A  second  edition  almost  immediately 
followed.  Faludi  wrote  Latin  and  French  as  well 
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as  Magyar  verses,  and  these  also  are  to  be  found 
in  bis  works. 

GvadXnyi  is  one  of  the  few,  the  very  few,  co¬ 
mic  poets  of  the  Magyars.  His  account  of  the  life, 
death,  and  journey  to  Tartarus,  of  a  village  no¬ 
tary,*  is  witty  and  amusing,  though  not  always 
in  good  taste.  In  his  adventures  of  Count  Beny- 
6vsky,  and  his  Paul  Ront6,  which  are  the  delight 
of  the  lower  orders  of  the  Hungarians,  he  is 
coarse  and  vulgar,  and  his  composition  Is  through¬ 
out  careless  and  incorrect. .  He  was  born  at  Uu- 
dab&nya  in  1725,  entered  the  army  in  his  19th 
year,  made  many  campaigns,  and  underwent  tlie 
discipline  of  wounds  and  iuiprisonincnt ;  became 
a  general  in  1773>  At  Skaliz  in  1801. 

Bkssenyei  has  been  accused  of  supplanting  a 
greater  evil  by  a  lesser  one,  instead  of  getting 
rid  of  both,  when  he  drove  out  the  Zrinian  to 
introduce  the  Alexandrine  measure.  The  charge 
appears  to  me  well  founded.  The  Alexandrine 
verse  is  one  of  the  most  monotonous  of  the 

•  It  Is  in  three  parts ;  v 

FalusI  notilrius’  Budai  ntat&sa  (Presburg,  1790). 

Falusl  notarius*  pokoTba  mcnctele  (OasiI»  1790). 

Falnsl  not&rius*  elot^lkcdcac,  betegsdge  6$  halila  (Posoii, 
179C). 
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forms  of  poetry,  and  is  especially  monotonous 
in  the  Magyar,  which,  with  its  many  poetical 
capabilities,  undoubtedly  wants  variety  in  its 
ryhmes.  But  Bessenyei  was  the  representative 
of  the  French  school,  and  it  has  been  said  of 
him,  as  of  many  of  the  French  dramatists,  that 
his  Greeks  and  Romans  are  all  disfigured  French¬ 
men.  Bessenyei  was  the  son  of  an  obscure 
tavcni-kcepcr  at  Berczcl,  and  was  borndii  1740. 
He  learnt  a  little  Latin  in  the  preliminary  school, 
which  he  soon  forgot,  and  in  the  course  of  time 
became  a  soldier  in  the  Hungarian  body-guards 
at  Vienna.  Tiicre  he  begun  again  to  study,  mas¬ 
tered  the  French  language,  and  was  captivated  by 
tlic  Frencli  literature.  He  wrote  several  drama¬ 
tic  pieces,  and  an  imitation  of  Pope’s  Essay  on 
Man,  uiz  embeniek  jrrChdja*  In  the  later  part  of 
his  life  he  became  almost  wholly  a  prose  writer,  and 
published  several  philosophical  works.  His  ex¬ 
ample  served  greatly  to  impede  the  project  of  the 
Emperor  Joseph,  whose  determination  to  drive 
out  the  Hungarian  by  means  of  the  German  lan¬ 
guage,  was  rash  and  futile.  Bessenyei  died  in 
1811,  an  object  of  great  affection  and  interest 
among  the  Hungarians. 

Orczy  has  much  that  is  artificial.  He  was  al¬ 
most  unknown  as  a  poet,  until  lU^ai  published 
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bis  works  at  Presburg  in  1787-9.  He  was  an 
officer  in  tbe  service  of  Maria  Theresa^  and  ob¬ 
tained  many  military  honours. 

Barcsai  was  of  tbe  race  of  tbe  Transylvanian 
Prince  of  bis  name^  and  was  born  at  Piskl  in  1742. 
Hci  like  so  many  other  literary  men  of  Hungary^ 
took  military  service,  in  \762,  He  became  a  Ca¬ 
tholic  in  1779,  having  been  first  known  as  a  poet 
about  two  years  before.  Rdvai  did  for  bis  writings 
the  same  service  he  rendered  those  of  Orezy*  The 
works  of  both  were  printed  In  one  volume ;  ond  so 
striking  is  their  resemblance  that  they  seem  the  emor 
nations  of  one  single  mind.  They  are  for  the  most 
part  epistles.  1  n  1 794,  Barcsai  retreated  to  his  rural 
estates  in  Maros-S61ymos,  and  C86ra,  which  had 
been  ravaged  by  the  Wnllachians  about  ten  years 
before.  In  180C,  he  was  found  mortally  wounded, 
under  a  favourite  apple-tree,  which  had  been  the 
device  of  his  seal,  with  the  inscription, 
zoldul  (Growing  under  its  shadow).  Count  Haller 
wrote  a  funeral  oration  in  French,  which  was  af¬ 
terwards  translated  into  Hungarian  by  Kazinezy. 

Anyos  was  a  follower  of  Bessenyei  in  the 
general  form  of  bis  compositions,  but  their  spi¬ 
rit  is  more  decidedly  Hungarian.  There  is 
a  melancholy  tone  and  tendency  in  his  writ¬ 
ings  which  arc  very  harmonious,  and  portray 
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throughout  the  gentle  and  amiable  man.  He 
obtained  early  academical  honours^  and,  encou¬ 
raged  by  the  %?ritiog  of  Bessenyei  and  Har6czi, 
and  yet  more  by  the  personal  influence  of  Burc- 
sai,  he  became  a  decided  votary  of  literature, 
u'liich,  amidst  the  high  mountains  and  deep  soli* 
tudes  of  the  convent  where  he  dwelt,  (for  Anyos 
was  a  monk,)  he  pursued  with  unwearied  exer¬ 
tions.  But  omidst  his  brethren  of  the  convent  he 
found  no  kindred  spirit,  and  he  left  the  cloisters 
of  Fclsd-Elef4nt  for  the  gymnasium  of  Sz<5ke8- 
Tejdrv'ir,  in  1782)  but  his  health  was  broken, 
and  he  died,  aged  only  twenty* eight,  two  years 
after  bis  settlement  there*  He  was  gifted  by 
nature  with  strong  sensibilities  and  kindly  uflec- 
tions*  His  works  were  collected  by  Baezanyi, 
and  published  at  Vienna,  in  1798.* 

HorvXth  (AdXm)  w’as  the  son  of  a  Calvinist 
preacher,  and  was  born  in  IJbO.  His  mind  had 
much  versatility,  and  he  devoted  himself  not  to 
poetry  alone,  but  to  the  study  of  philosophy, 
theology,  mathematics,  and  history.  His  Lyrics 
first  appeared  in  the  Magyar  Musa,  a  weekly 
periodical  of  Hungary.  In  17B7>  he  published  an 
Epic  Poem  (HtomiasJ,  of  which  John  Hunyadi  is 
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the  hero^  which  had  a  brilliant  but  a  8hort>eii- 
during  fame.  His  collection  of  Transdanubiati 
Popular  Songs^  is  interesting  and  valuable.  His 
Plays  are.  scarcely  worth  notice.  He  wrote  with 
nronderful  ease,  sometimes  producing  a  hundred 
itrophes  in  a  day.  But  to  .write  fast  and  to  write 
veil  are  not  the  same  thing  |  and  the  offer  which 
le  once  made  to  write  a  drama  per  week,  is  a  poor 
!redential  for  his  reputation.  He  was  rash  in  his 
udgments,  though  honest  in  his  purposes  |  con¬ 
temned  the  literature  of  other  countries,  because 
le  did  not  understand  it|  and,  like  too  many 
ritics,  imagined  that  censure  and  snarling  were 
dsdom  and  wit.  He  began  on  Encyclopedia, 
'hich  was  a  great  desideratum  for  his  country, 
pite  of  his  weaknesses,  he  was  beloved  and  ho- 
ored,  and  died  in  1890,  having  obtained  the 
fficc  of  District  Judge  and  Curator  of  the  Re- 
•rmed  Church. 

Dugonics  lived  at  a  period  when  the  policy  of 
le  Austrian  Emperor,  in  attempting  to  root  out 
le  national  tongue  of  the  Magyars,  aroused  a  body 
patriotic  opposers.  His  national  romances 
•catly  aided  the  popular  feeling— but  his  higher 
ghts  are  all  failures.  He  was  born  in  1740,  at 
segedin,  and  was  received  as  a  priest  among 
c  Transylvanian  Piarists.  Dwelling  amidst  the 
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scenes^  and  dreaming  of  the  events  of  ancient 
Dacia,  his  mind  was  soon  wholly  engaged  in  an¬ 
tiquarian  studies.  The  first  of  his  romances, 
which  obtained  distinguished  attention,  was  his 
Etelka,  (Poson,  I7B7«)  He  wrote  many  dra¬ 
mas,  but  they  have  little  value,  and  several  prose 
histories.  The  most  valuable  by  far  of  all  his 
productions  Is  his  Magyar  pilda  besz^k  jeUs 
Monddsok,  a  very  useful  philological  work.  He 
wrote  less  for  the  highly  cultivated  than  for  the 
middling  classes,,  among  whom  he  labored  with 
great  effect.  He  was  a  man  of  fine  presence 
and  ready  wit,  and  he  died,  after  a  happy  old  age, 
in  1818. 

MolnXr  had,  in  17f>0,  opposed  the  universal 
cmployir.cnt  of  hexameters,  and  introduced  with 
much  acccptablcness  many  of  the  ancient  mea¬ 
sures.  A  classical  school  soon  grew  up.  Its 
leaders  were  Bar6ti  Szab6,  the  translator  of  Virgil, 
a  man  who  was  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  cha¬ 
racteristics  of  the  Augustan  age,  and  who,  by  dint 
of  labour,  managed  to  give  specimens  of  most  of 
the  ancient  forms  of  verse ;  Rijnis,  not  a  great 
poet  certainly,  but  an  agreeable  poetical  painter ; 
and  the  third,  Revai,  an  admirable  translator,  and 
a  grammarian,  whose  writings  on  language  have 
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been  important  auxiliaries  to  the  Magyar  bIu« 
dent.* 

Bar6ti  was  bom  at  Barot  in  Transylvania,  and 
was  educated  by  the  Jesuits  at  TrencsC'iu  VVlien 
the  order  was  abolished  he  obtained  a  professor¬ 
ship  at  Kassa  (Kuchau  C7erm.)i  having  previously 
made  those  expeiiments  bn  the  Magyar  prosody 
which  proved  that  it  rolght  .be  easily  and  happily 
adapted  to  all  the  antique  forms  of  poetry.  These 
novelties  led  to  much  literary  discussion,  and  the 
controversy  gave  him  new  encouragement  to  pro¬ 
ceed  in  his  classical  career.  He  knew  no  lan¬ 
guage  except  Hungarian  and  Latin,  and  fighting 
his  way  with  honour  through  many  a  philological 
controversy,  he  died,  aged  fourscore,  amidst 

labor,”  but  not  amidst  sorrow. 

RXjnis  was  the  son  of  a  German,  and  born  in 
1741.  Educated  by  the  Jesuits,  and  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  the  Greek  language,  he  began,  in 
early  life,  to  write  Hungarian  verses  in  the  clas¬ 
sical  measures.  -  To  this  form  of  composition  he 
continued  devoted, ,  and  published,  in  17B1,  at 
Gydr,  a  collection  entitled  Magyar  Helikonra 
vez&lo  kala&z,  Guide  to  the  Magyar  Helicon.  In 
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tills  he  insists  on  the  peculiar  adaptation  of  the 
Magyar  to  the  ancient  metrical  standard,  and 
gives  his  own  verses  as  evidence.  He  also  trans* 
latcd  Virgil.  A  bitter  controversy  grew  up  be¬ 
tween  him  and  Bacs4nyi,  which  led  to  his  ApnU- 
jus  tHkore^  Apuleius’s  Mirror.  It  is  a  very  erudite 
work,  but  he  desisted  from  any  farther  attack  on 
his  adversary  when  he  learned  that  Bacs^inyi  had 
been  visited  by  misfortune.  He  wrote  a  free 
translation  from  Plautus,  Az  Ikerek  (The  Twins), 
ill  iambics,  and  died  in  1812.  His  talents  were 
considerable *— his  learning  more  so;  but  the 
seorn,  bitterness,  and  self-esteem,  which  charac¬ 
terize  his  literary  polemics,  leave  no  favorable 
impression  of  his  moral  qualities. 

Tar  more  amiable  is  the  portraiture  of  llf:vAi — 
one  of  the  best  poets  of  his  day.  He  was  born 
in  1740,  and  in  the  ICth  year  of  his  age  obtained 
considerable  notice  by  some  admirable  Latin 
translations.  In  1773  he  published  a  volume  of 
Llcgiac  Poems.*  In  1/80,  his  oration  on  Maria 
There8a*8  death  obtained  great  popularity;  and 
in  1784,  he  established  his  Magazine,  Hirmondo 
(News-giver)  at  Poson.  He  endeavored,  in  1784, 
to  obtain  the  concurrence  of  Joseph  the  Second,  in 
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tlic  formation  of  a  Literary  Society,  but  failed  in 
the  attempt.  In  17^>  the  Diet  reintroduced  the 
Hungarian  limguage  into  the  elementary  public 
BcbooU,  and  established  Magyar  chairs  in  the  uni¬ 
versity  academies.  A  number  of  small  societies 
bare  since  grown  up,  and  each  in  its  little  circle 
has  co-operated  for  the  common  object.  It  was 
only  by  assisting  such  minor  associations  that 
H6val  and  others  could  forward  their  patriotic 
designs  in  favour  of  the  language  of  their 
nation.  R^vai  published  many  Latin  poems* 
Notwithstanding  his  broken  health,  he,  on  being 
called  to  the  professorship  of  Hungarian  Litera¬ 
ture  at  Pest,  devoted  himself  with  unbounded 
and  unbroken  zeal  to  the  topics  of  his  chair. 
His  large  Hungarian  Grammar  appeared  1803-6. 
He  died  in  1807>  leaving  behind  him  many  va¬ 
luable  philological  MSS.  and  translations  from 
the  Greek,  Latin,  and  German. 

Szab6  was  a 'Fransylvanian,  who  also  belongs 
to  the  classical  school.  Some  of  his  Ppigranis 
are  happy,  and  his  works  were  deemed  excellent 
for  their  classical  correctness.  He  wrote  on  Ma¬ 
gyar  prosody,  and  a  description  of  rural  life. 
The  criticisms  of  Kacinezy  have  diminished  the 
number  of  SzRb6’8  admirers. 

RXday  (Gedeon),  the  son  of  Pal,  made  some 
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Cirther  experiments  in  rhyme  by  introducing 
many  of  the  stanzas  of  the  southern  nations  of 
Europe.  He  exerted  an  influence  greater  than 
that  of  his  writings  in  furthering  the  cultivation 
of  the  Magyar  language^  and  pointing  out  to  the 
young  inquirers  around  him  the  pathway  of  taste 
and  talent.  He  thus  led  forward  Kazinezy  and 
Dayka^  two  of  the  most  accomplished  and  in¬ 
dustrious  writers  of  their  age.  R4day  had  been 
educated  in  the  University  of  Germany.  He 
founded  the  excellent  library  of  P4czelj  and  died 
in  1792. 

To  Bacsanyi's  history  an  interest^  political  as 
well  us  poetical)  attaches,  lie  was  born  in  1793) 
at  TapolczO)  and  6rst  obtained  great  notice  from 
his  valuable  contributions  to  the  Magyar  Museum 
from  1788  to  1792.  He  treated  in  them  of  poe- 
try)  moralS)  and  general  literature.  He  began  a 
translation  of  Ossian)  which  he  has  lately  com¬ 
pleted.  But  his  opinions  made  him  at  an  early 
period  the  object  of  mistrust)  and  being  asso¬ 
ciated  with  other  enthusiasts  in  what  was  called 
the  jacobin  conspiracy  of  the  Abb^  MartinovicS) 
in  1794,  he  was  conveyed  as  a  state  prisoner, 
first  to  MunkdeS)  and  afterwards  to  Rufstein. 
He  obtained  his  release  in  1798,  and  took  up  his 
abode  at  Vienna,  where,  in  1799,  he  married  the 
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German  ,  poeteis  Gabriclla  Baumberg.  Betrayed 
into  hope  by  tbc  superb  display  of  Napoleon's 
power^  and  miscalculating  the  chances  that  the 
arms  of  the  despot  might  serre  the  cause  of  li¬ 
berty,  be  translated  into  Magyar,  in  1809,  the 
French  emperor’s  appeal  to  the  Hungarian  peo¬ 
ple.  When  peace  was  restored,  he  hastened  to 
Paris  for  security,  where  he  found  employment 
In  a  public  printing-office.  When  the  Austrians 
entered  Paris,  in  1814,  they  seized  him  rs  a  state 
prisoner,  and  conveyed  him  home,  whence,  after 
another  imprisonment,  he  was  banisiicd  to  Linz, 
where  he  still  lives,  struggling  with  misfortune. 
His,  literary  influence  would  have  been  great 
could  he  have  pursued  his  career,  but  it  has  been 
often  interrupted  and  broken  by  cruel  political  vi¬ 
sitations,  which  have  flung  him  out  of  the  sphere 
in  which  ho  was  successfully  labouring.  In  1791 
he  published  the  poems  of  Anyos;  in  1821  an 
address  to  the  learned  of  his  country,  A'  Magyar 
Tud6sokhoz;  in  1824  he  reprinted  Faludi’s  poems; 
his  own  works  he  is  now  engaged  in  watching 
through  the  press,  but  coming  from  the  solitude 
of  his  retreat,  it  is  only  the  voice  of  one  crying  in 
the  desert  **  Prepare.”  Baesanyi’s  sufferings 
were  shared  by  Szenyjobi  Szab6  (L^szlo),  whoso 
poetical  merits  were  also  of  a  very  high  order. 
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He  was  Bacsanyi's  fellow>labourer  in  the  Magyar 
Museum.  His  works  were  gathered  together  in 
1701^  and  published  under  the  title  of  Koltemi- 
uyes  Munk&jx^  (Poetical  Works);  and  on  occa¬ 
sion  of  the  coronation  of  Francis  1.  appeared  his 
drama  in  three  acts,  MdtyAs  Kirdly  vagy  a*  n4p 
szeretete  jdmljor  fejedelmek*  jxitahna  (King  Mat¬ 
thew —  a  People’s  Love  the  Recompense  of  a 
good  Prince.  Buda,  17DS)*  His  lyrics  want  the 
polish  of  critical  thought,  but  contahi  the  germs 
of  ftno  conceptions. 

Dayka  wos  overpraised — as  all  poets  arc  who 
die  in  their  youth ;  sympathy  for  their  early  loss 
is  a  basis  on  which  biography  often  builds  up 
a  false  reputation.  Dayka  has,  however,  much 
merit,  tliough  he  studied  apparently  in  the  artifi¬ 
cial  school  of  the  French — a  school  growing  out 
of  a  poor  and  unpoetical  language,  requiring  a 
machinery  of  frigid  rules  of  construction  to  ele¬ 
vate  it  above  ordinary  prose,  from  which,  in  fact, 
little  French  poetry  is  distinguishable,  except  by 
the  clinquant  of  the  rhyme.  Correctness  and  ele¬ 
gance  cannot  be  denied  to  Dayka,  ond  his  Ana¬ 
creontic  verses  are  airy  and  agreeable.  He  was 
the  son  of  a  laboring  tailor,  and  his  talents  and 
good  qualities  having  won  the  afTections  of  two 
Cisterian  monks  of  Eger,  they  gave  him  a  gra- 
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tuUotif  education.  Hie  existence  was  disturbed 
by  many  annoyances,  and  be  died  In  his  twenty* 
e%hth  ym,  when  it  was  believed  be  had  purified 
and  elevated  his  style.  Kaztnczy  published  his 
poenisi  (Pest,  1813,)  and  bai  devoted  a  preface 
to  ah  interesting  and  touching  account  df  a  fa¬ 
vorite  and  friend. 

Versbghy’s  Prosody  is  o  great  improvement 
on  that  of  most  of  his  predecessors.  He,  too,  has 
written  a  Grammar  of  the  Magyar,  which,'  though 
less  profound  and  critical  than  Revnl’s,  is  a  very 
useful  work.  His  poetry  has  not  much  that  Is 
original,  but  he  made  the  best  use  of  the  powers 
he  possessed,  and  elaborated  Ills  productions  into 
correctness.  The  place  of  his  birth  was  Szolnok; 
of  his  education,  £ger«  He  became  a  member  of 
the  religious  order  of  the  Paulists,  and  when  it  was 
suppressed  he  entered  the  army  during  the  Turk¬ 
ish  campaign.  Ill  health  compelled  him  to  aban¬ 
don  the  military  profession,  and  he  became  a  fre¬ 
quent  and  a  valuable  contributor  to  the  Magyar 
Museum.  He  wrote  on  Thorough  Bass,  being  an 
excellent  singer,  and  on  many  topics  of  history, 
theology,  and  ethics.  But  being  involved  in  poli¬ 
tical  discussions,  he  was  proceeded  against  capi¬ 
tally,  and  his  sentence  commuted  to  a  nine  years* 
imprisonment,  which  ended  in  1804.  He  pub- 
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lished  two  humurouii  eatireii  in  the  uame  year* 
‘His  works  make  up  nearly  forty  volumes*  He 
took  an  active  part  against  the  Hevkyen  school  in 
defending  what  he  deemed  the  purity  of  the  Ma¬ 
gyar  tongue*  He  might  have  enriched  it^  instead 
of  endeavouring  to  close  the  door  upon  foreign 
contributions,  for  he  was  the  master  of  nine  lan¬ 
guages*  Schedel  says  of  him,  **  In  his  literary 
contests  he  had  not  acquired  the  art  of  yielding, 
was  exceedingly  irritable,  and  sometimes  coarse* 
Hut  111  his  domestic  relations  he  was  gentle, 
friendly,  and  generous,  and  in  society  amiable.’* 
Of  the  classical  school,  Virao  is  tlic  most  im¬ 
portant  auxiliary.  He  ulvvays  writes  in  full  pos- 
scsstoii  of  his  subject — vigorous,  clear,  and  strong. 
His  odes  might  for  their  purity  have  belonged  to 
the  Augustan  age*  But  they  do  not  come  home 
to  us ;  they  are  the  representatives  of  something 
remote  and  afar;  they  are  of  the  past,  unlinked 
to  the  present — cold  as  antique  marble  sculpture, 
and  as  motionless  too.  Virag  was  a  regular  priest 
of  the  Paulist  order.  In  IJdl,  he  was  made  Pro¬ 
fessor  at  the  Gymnasium  of  Sz6kes-Fej^rvkr,  and 
in  1799  published  his  Odes,  which  obtained  for 
him  the  name  of  the  Magyar  Horace.  His  Fables 
(Buda,  J819j  are  excellent.  His  prose  works 
are  many  and  good*  Among  them  his  Pragmatic 
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History  of  Hungary  (Magyar  sidzadok,  Huda, 
|g0S--.10)  Ig  entitled  to  distinction.  Vir6g  etill 
lives  at  Buda^  full  of  literary  activity. 

CsoKoif  Ai  has  contributed  to  literature  both  good 
and  evil  things.  He  is  often  slovenly,  sometimes 
coarse,  sometimes  exalted.  His  Dorrotya  has 
much  of  fine  wit  and  sharp  satire  In  it,  hut  Is 
often  degraded  by  low  vulgarity.  He  was  badly 
trained,  and  vibrated,  as  It  were,  from  scholastic 
trammels  Into  an  unrestrained  fh^edom  of  style. 
Writing  always  and  about  all  things,  he  disap¬ 
pointed  the  expectations  he  had  created.  Schcdcl 
says  he  had  In  him  all  the  elements  of  a  popular 
lyric  poet.  In  his  wiser  and  happier  vein  he  Is 
charming.  IIo  helped,  however,  to  redeem  Hun¬ 
garian  poetry  from  the  artificial  coldness  which 
had  long  frozen  its  genial  spirit,  and,  with  Ka- 
zinezi,  Verseghy,  and  Dayka,  to  give  it  a  genuine 
national  character.  Csokonai's  blrtli-placc  was 
Debretzen.  In  his  twentieth  year  he  was  ciioscii 
to  fill  the  chair  of  Poetry,  but  was  speedily  dis¬ 
missed  on  account  of  his  Irregularities.  The  fol¬ 
lowing  year  (1796)  he  went  to  Poson  (Presburg), 
where  he  published  a  poem  on  the  then  sitting 
Diet,  which  won  him  great  praise.  In  1797>  he 
became  enamored  of  the  lady  to  whom  many  of 
his  lyrics  are  addressed  under  the  name  of  Lilia. 
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Slie  refused  her  hand;  and  he,  in  his  gloonii 
abandoned  the  Professorship  which  Count  Feste- 
tics  had  given  him  at  Csurg6.  He  lost  his  health| 
and  died  in  his  thirty-first  year*  His  rending  was 
considerable^  and  spread  over  many  oriental  as 
well  as  European  tongues.  His  history  is  a  me¬ 
lancholy  one  of  fiightincss  and  folly.  He  lived, 
his  epitaph  says,  somewhat  slanderously  towards 
his  Mifpocioi  more*  After  his  disappointment  he 
became  indincrcnt  to  opinion,  and  produced  a 
series  of  profiigato  writings,  whose  highest  privi¬ 
lege  will  be— -oblivion. 

The  present  century  dawned  prosperously  for 
Magyar  literature.  'J’hc  first  volume  of  Alkxan- 
i)Kii  Kiskaluuy'b  Hiuxfy  was  published  in  1801. 
No  book  was  ever  known  to  produce  such  an  im¬ 
pression  in  Hungary  as  was  awakened  by  this 
volume;  nor  was  the  success  of  the  second  part, 
which  appeared  in  1B07,  less  than  that  of  the 
first.  He  pursued  his  successful  career  with  his 
Sagas  (Itegvk)  and  his  Gj/nla,  winning  **  golden 
opinions,”  and  becoming  alike  the  companion  of 
the  learned  and  the  light-hearted.  His  Himfy  is 
a  series  of  short  descriptive  lyrics,  the  first  part 
celebrating  an  unsuccessful,  the  second  a  happy, 
love.  The  main  topic  is,  however,  relieved  by 
much  beautiful  philosophy  and  salutary  tnoraliz- 
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log*  Between  the  400  thorter  Dalok  or  Songf| 
are  iotrodnc^  28  Canzonets^  somewhat  in  the 
Fetrorchan  style.  There  Is  throughout  a  mas¬ 
terly  condensation  of  ^oiighty  without  any  cm- 
barfasinient’of  language.  ^  Kazlnczy  called  these 
productions  the  ^Epigrams  of  Love.  They  have 
many  novel  forms  of  expressloni  some  uncommon 
words  I  but  they  approve  themselves  constantly 
to  the  mind.  His  R$g4k  are  the  very  images  of 
Hungarian  life.  In  his  DramaSi  whether  histori¬ 
cal  or  domestic^  he  has  been  less  successful  |  tlio 
characters  rather  describe  •  than  develop  them¬ 
selves.  Kisfaludy  was  born  of  an  ancient  Hun¬ 
garian  family  at  SAmeg  |  educated  nt  Gydr  (Raab) 
and  Posou)  entered  the  army  in  his  twentieth 
year  ;  fought  the  Italian  campaign^  and  was  taken 
prisoner  by  the  French  in  1796.  Visiting  Avig¬ 
non^  it  seems  as  if  the  mantle  of  Petrarch  had 
descended  upon  him^  and  that  out  of  the  fountain 
of  Vaucluse  he  had  drunk  of  the  Italian  Helicon, 
lu  1800^’  he  left  military  service  and  married  the 
Lisa  of  his  songs.  .  They  were  published  anony¬ 
mously,  and  he  was  for  a  time  the  Great  Un¬ 
known*’  of  Hungary.  His  later  lyrics  have  been 
all  welcomed  with  enthnsiasm.  In  180D,  he  enlist¬ 
ed  among  the  Hungarian  insurgents,  and  wrote  a 
history  of  the  campaign.  '  His  abode  is  at  Sumeg, 
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where  he  was  born,  in  a  spot  said  to  be  one  of 
romantic  beauties. 

Kazinczy*8  active  spirit  has  poured  upon  bis 
country  many  streams  of  foreign  literature.  Hia 
prose  is  admirable.  He  had  to  £ght  a  hard  battle 
in  favour  of  improvements  which  the  Hungarian 
langitagc  demandcdi  in  order  to  accommodate  it- 
self  to  an  Improved  civilization*  The  man  who 
introduces  one  really  useful  word  or  expression 
into  his  native  InnguagCi  la  entitled  to  great  ap¬ 
plause.  It  has  been  by  a  scries  of  benefactions 
of  this  sort  that  our  English  tongue  has  become 
what  it  is,  and  that  it  promises  to  go  on  gather¬ 
ing  strength  and  riches  with  the  progress  of  time. 
The  foolish  resistance  to  such  melioration  has 
left  the  French  language  in  nakedness  and  po¬ 
verty,  unable  to  communicate  a  thousand  shades 
of  thought  and  feeling  which  find  representatives 
in  the  greater  opulence  of  other  idioms.  The 
prejudices  of  what  is  called  nationality — a  word 
the  random  use  of  which  may  to  an  unbounded 
extent  impede  good  and  encourage  evil — arc  easily 
awakened ;  but  K^zinezy  has  struggled  success¬ 
fully  against  them — and  lie  has  done  well;  for 
the  author  who  gives  to  the  mind  any  new  in¬ 
strument  of  power,  who  assists  the  development 
and  the  lucidness  of  ideas  by  hnding  appropriate 


Iviii 


INTRODUCTION* 


expressions  for  tbem^  plants  the  best  seeds  of 
.  knowledge.  K4zinczy  aroused  a  strong  opposi¬ 
tion  against  biobi  as  if  be  had  polluted  his  mother 
tongue;  but  that; good  sense  which  at  last  tri- 
.umpbs  .over  narrow  prejudicesi  has  ^recognized 
him  as  a  well-doer.  He  has  translated  much| 
and  from  iinany.Jauguages.  •  His  parents  were 
Calviniifts^'^and;  lie|was;  -born  at  fir-Semlyen  in 
17b9.  He  pursued  bis  studies  with  great  activity 
and  success  at  Sjirpspatak^  and  In  his  eighteenth 
year  bad  published  a  geographical  work.  In  J 766| 
he  was  placed  at  the  head  of  the  national  schools 
of  the  Kassa  district,  extending  over  nearly  n 
fourth  part  of  Hungary.  His  literary  history  is 
one  of  continued  labor  and  successful  exertion. 
With  Bnr6ti  and  fiaeshnyi,  he  produced  the  Ma- 
gyar  Museum^  and  in  1790  he  himself  established 
the  Orpheus^  a  monthly  literary  periodical.  When 
the  ancient  . crown  of  Hungary  was  deposited  at 
£uda  in  1790,  Kdzinezy  was  deputed  with  the 
congratulations  of  the  Abauj  district.  With  this 
event  the  awakening  enthusiasm  of  the  Magyars 
was  connected,  i  ; Hungarian  dramas  were  repre¬ 
sented,  Hungarian  Anthologies  printed,  and  the 
works  of  many  a  celebrated  foreign  poet  first  wore 
nn  Hungarian  dress.  The  revival  of  Hungarian 
emotions  was  not  agreeable  to  the  court,  and  Kfi- 
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zinczy,  like  many  of  bis  literary  friends^  became 
obnoxious^  and  was  visited  by  state  prosecutionj 
whose  sentence  was  commuted  by  tbe  king  into 
seven  years*  imprisonment.  He  left  bis  jail  in 
I8OI9  and  married  a  Catholic  lady,  Sophia,  the 
daughter  of  Count  T6rdk.  On  the  breaking  out 
of  the  war  with  France,  be  was  one  of  tbe  twelve 
Deputies  chosen  to  organize  the  insurrection 
against  the  enemy)  and  in  1801,  with  Count 
Joseph  DczsdB,  was  appointed  to  plan  the  monu* 
ment  to  those  who  had  fallen  at  Gydr,  which  now 
ornaments  Ujhely,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  which 
KAzinezy  dwells.  A  collection  of  his  works  on 
ilclles  Lettres,  in  nine  volumes,  has  been  publish¬ 
ed. ♦  That  port  of  his  Erd^^lyi  Leveleh  (Transyl¬ 
vanian  Letters)  which  has  been  printed — the  result 
of  a  journey  through  that  country — is  much  va- 
lued.  Hs  name  is,  in  a  word,  spread  over  the 
whole  field  of  modern  Magyar  literature,  and  will 
be  found  as  a  contributor  to  every  periodical  of 
distinction  which  has  appeared  in  his  native 
country. 

Kis  has  acted  silently,  but  remarkably,  on  the 
literature  of  Hungary.  It  can  hardly  be  said  that 
he  surprises  his  reader,  but  he  aficcts  and  pleases 
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him.  His  is  a  philosophical  temperament,  and 
his  style  is  clear  and  bright.  He  has  published 
much  original  poetry  and  many  translations.  No¬ 
thing  can  be  farther  removed  from  affectation 
than  his  writings,  and  his  verses  especially  flow 
:  like  a  stream  down  a  gentle  declivity.  He  was 
born  of  poor  parents  at  Szent-Andrfis,  in  Soprony. 
His  mother  taught  him  to  read,  his  father  to 
write.  When  he  entered  the  Soprony  Gymna¬ 
sium,  a  benevolent  German  Professor  (Schwart* 
ner)  took  much  notice  of  him,  and  greatly  as¬ 
sisted  the  cultivation  of  his  mind.  In  his  twenty- 
first  year,  (17D1,)  accompanied  by  a  school -fellow, 
he  undertook  a  pedestrian  tour  through  a  great 
part  of  Hungary,  for  the  purpose  of  making  the 
personal  acquaintance  of  the  eminent  writers  of 
the  lime.  lie  travelled  into  Germany,  and  fol¬ 
lowed  the  courses  of  some  of  the  distinguished 
Professors  of  Gottingen  and  Jena}  on  bis  return 
to  Hungary  he  wos  made  a  professor,  and  ele¬ 
vated  to  many  distinguished  offices  in  the  career 
of  education.  He  was  one  of  the  founders  of  the 
Magyar  Society  at  Soprony  for  the  cultivation  of 
the  poetical  literature  of  Hungary.  He  obtained 
the  prize  which  was  offered  in  1804,  by  an  Hun¬ 
garian  patriot,  for  the  best  essay  on  the  cultiva¬ 
tion  and  extension  of  the  Magyar  tongue.  In 
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\S*2Q,  be  was  called  to  the  ranks  of  nobility.  He 
translated  Lowth’s  Choice  of  Hercules  from  the 
English.  His  works  are  very  numerous — sixty 
volumes  at  least,  independently  of  many  contri¬ 
butions  to  periodicals.  They  consist  of  versions 
from  the  classics,  school-books,  and  ethics,  and 
poetry  on  many  topics. 

Of  Berzsknyi,  opinions  arc  various  nnd  some¬ 
times  contrary.  He'  has  been  admired  fur  his 
originality  by  some.  And  attacked  for  his  servility 
by  others.  Dobrentci,  however,  says  of  him  in  a 
letter  to  mo,  **Ber/seiiyi  is  truly  a  national  poet, 
fiery,  glowing,  soft,  and  exalted.  His  language 
the  purest  Hungarian.*’  1  have  heard  him  com¬ 
pared  to  a  lark  soaring  and  singing  in  the  heavens, 
’i'he  thoughts,  and  soinetimes  the  phrases,  of  the 
Latin  and  (jerman  classics  may  be  traced  in  some 
of  his  works.  Nothing  can  be  more  natural  than 
the  flow  of  his  strains,  more  awakened  and 
awakening  than  his  sensibilities,  more  lively  than 
his  imagination.  The  Hungarians  call  him  their 
nalionul  bard,  as  a  special  distinction.  His  com¬ 
positions  arc  fervent  and  fiery,  nnd  so  frequently 
breathe  those  warm  and  passionate  appeals  to  the 
patriotic  feelings  of  his  countrymen  which  agitate 
their  minds  like  an  intellectual  tempest.  They 
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speak  of  Berzsenyi  with  a  wild  eothusiasm.  He 
has  fauned  and  flattered  the  strongest  of  the  Ma¬ 
gyar  sensibilities—has  sung  the  ancient  glories  of 
the  Hunnish  race— and^  with  deep  patlios^  has 
poured  strains  of  plalntiveness  over  their  present 
decay.  Bumy  says  of  him^  that  as  a  boy  he  was 
^*non  sine  Dls  animosus  infans/'  It  has  been 
objected  to  him  that  his  style  is  sometimes  in¬ 
flated  and  degraded  by  provincialisms^  but  his 
severest  critics  are  willing  to  allow  that  he  has 
many  distinguished  merits.  His  place  of  birth 
was  HetyC|  and  he  became  in  early  life  the  fricMid 
of  Kis^  and  the  correspondent  of  Khzinezy.  In 
one  of  the  assemblies  of  the  different  orders  at 
Siimeg  in  1812,  Count  Tcleki  presented  our 
poet  as  the  treasure  of  tlie  Hungarian  Parnassus. 
His  works  were  published  in  three  volumes  by 
Hclmeczy,  in  1813,  Berzsenyi  was  one  of  those 
who  were  sharply  attacked  by  the  Mondolaty  a 
satire  on  the  Neologists,  as  they  were  called,  or 
the  introducers  of  novelties.  His  present  abode 
is  Mikla. 

Hklmeczy  has  ventured  far  in  introducing  new 
words  and  new  combinations  of  words,  particu¬ 
larly  in  his  translations  from  Schiller  and  Tasso, 
in  the  original  measures.  Perhaps  he  is  not  al- 
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ways  happy  iu  his  experiments^  but  he  has,  at 
all  events,  added  something  to  the  riches  of  his 
native  tongue. 

Szemerb’s  Sonnets  are  the  best  existing  in  the 
Hungarian.^  He,  too,  has  been  a  translator  from 
other  idioms,  and  has  published  a  version  of  Kdr- 
ner*8  Zrinyi,  a  drama  recommended  to  the  Ma¬ 
gyars  by  its  connexion  with  their  history.  Sze- 
mcrc  was  of  an  ancient  and  noble  family ;  his 
studies  were  pursued  through  many  schools  and 
colleges  }  in  his  twenty-third  year  he  became  an 
uilvocute,  and  about  ten  years  after  was  made 
Vice  Fiscal  of  Pest.  He  has  written  many  phi¬ 
lological  papers,  and  taken  an  active  part  in  the 
strife  ns  to  the  irnprovcincnts  of  the  Magyar 
tongue.  He  published  a  collection  of  songs  in 
18l2,t  and  has  been  actively  engaged  with  Kol- 
csey  iu  the  editorship  of  Life  and  Literature, 
Elet  ds  JMieratitra,  His  place  of  abode  is 
usually  cither  P^czcl  or  Pest. 

In  1782,  SzASZ  was  born  in  Dedriid-Szcplak, 
and  educated  in  the  College  of  Maros-V^sfirhcly, 
Patronized  by  Count  I'eleki,  he  visited  Vienna 

•  ToUciiyi  has  written,  too,  a  great  number  of  sonnets,  but 
they  aic  not  rery  happily  const riictcJ.  'Hic  souact.i  of  Bfirtfay 
are  melodious. 

t  Dalok  azokiiak,  a’  kik  s/crctnek. 
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and  Jena  to  be  trained  to  the  office  of  Librarian. 
After  an  absence  of  two  years  he  returned^  and 
died  in  his  thirtieth  year^  in  1812.  His  friend 
Dobrentei  published  some  of  his  poems  in  the 
Erd^lyi  Musewriy  with  an  affectionate  and  eulo¬ 
gistic  notice  (Pt.  II.  pp.  102 — 116). 

Dobrentei  has  translated  several  of  Shak- 
speare's  plays^  and  his  Magyar  Macbeth  was  re¬ 
presented  at  Poson  during  the  sittings  of  the 
Diet  in  1825.  His  epic  Kmymnezti  Diadal, 
Victory  of  Kenyermezd^  a  sort  of  Ossianic  com¬ 
position^  has  been  translated  into  German  by 
Count  Mail5th.  There  is  a  charming  popular 
tone  about  some  of  his  productions^  while  others 
give  evidence  of  u  high  and  cultivated  taste.  His 
origin  is  noble—his  birth-place  Hdgydsz,  His 
early  productions  obtained  for  him  the  favor  of 
the  Soprony  Literary  Society,  whose  transactions 
he  edited  in  1804.  After  travel  in  foreign  lands, 
he  became  the  preceptor  of  the  young  Count 
Gyulai,  of  Transylvania.  He  again  left  his  coun¬ 
try  for  Italy  in  1814,  and  on  his  return  established 
the  Erddyi  Museum  at  Kolosv5r,  one  of  the 
most  valuable  contributions  to  Magyar  literature. 
Men  of  every  sect  united  to  assist  this  interesting 
undertaking,  and  its  pages  will  be  found  orna¬ 
mented  with  the  works  of  Catholics  and  Calvin- 
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ists^  Lutherans,  and  Unitarians.  Eper  labouring 
for  the  advance  of  his  country*8  literature,  he  laid 
the  foundations  of  a  society  of  Belles  Lettres  on 
an  extended  scale,  which  has  been  sanctioned  and 
recommended  by  many  of  the  authorities,  but 
has  not  yet  obtained  the  patronage  of  the  King. 
In  18S5,  he  was  made  commissary  of  the  Buda 
district,  and  there  is  his  place  of  abode.  He  is 
one  of  the  most  zealous,  one  of  the  most  enlight¬ 
ened  ond  fascinating  of  the  Magyar  writers.  He 
is  the  author  of  the  article  in  the  Leipzig  Conver- 
saiiotis  Lexicoti  on  the  literature  of  his  country, 
and  his  name  will  be  found  associated  with  ho¬ 
nourable  titles  to  distinction  and  affection  over 
the  whole  field  of  Magyar  intelligence. 

The  alinm  theologicum,  which  may  be  trans¬ 
lated  malevolence  in  its  worst  shape,  sometimes 
breaks  very  offensively  through  the  writings  of 
Hungarian  divines.  Yet  1  have  heard  from  Do- 
brentci  a  story  so  honourable  to  all  concerned, 
that  I  record  it  here  with  exceeding  satisfaetion. 
Dobrentei  is  a  Protestant,  and  one  who,  to  luy 
knowledge,  has  made  sacriBces  to  his  religious 
convictions.  In  1822,  when  he  returned  from 
Transylvania,  he  visited,  in  T6t,  the  well-known 
Catholic  Priest,  Horvat  Endrc,  who  lived  in 
his  Pdzmdmli  Magany^  (Pazmandiaii  Solitude,) 
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amidtit  the  vineyards  on  the  sides  of  the  tnoun* 
tnin^  where  the  ancient  Benedictine  convent 
stands.  There  were  present  several  Catholics, 
and  among  them  Giizmics  Izidor,  a  Benedictine 
monk,  the  translator  of  Theocritus  into  Magyar 
Hexameters^  and  Szalai  Imre^  the  grammarian, 
now  Professor  at  Pest.  A  little  festival  wel¬ 
comed  the  poet*  It  was  held  in  the  open  air^ 
under  a  large  apple-tree.  Horv(it  rose,  and  thus 
addressed  the  party:  Friends,  Ddbrentci  Is  here, 
the  Editor  of  the  ErdHyi  Museum*  I  take  you 
all  to  witness,  that,  in  memory  of  this  day,  I 
name  this  noble  apple-tree  the  G&bor  F(ifa**  (Ga- 
briers  Tree)*  The  word  was  re-echoed  by  all 
the  company,  they  filled  their  glasses  with  Hun¬ 
garian  wine,  and  baptized  the  G6bor  F4ja*  Giiz- 
mics  WTote  a  distich,  which  was  suspended  on 
the  tree,  which  has  been  since  an  object  of  con¬ 
siderable  attraction. 

I  owe  much  to  Ddbrentei,  far  more  than  my 
thanks  can  repay* 

Buezv  is  a  native  of  Kolosv&r — his  poetry  is  of 
the  classic  character,  which  has  grown  out  of  his 
great  devotion  to  the  writers  of  Greece  and  Rome. 
He  was  professor  of  rhetoric  at  Nagy  Szebcii 
(Hermanstadt),  but  ill  health  compelled  him  to 
abandon  his  chair,  aud  to  retire  for  some  years  to 
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private  life.  On  his  recovery  he  was  appointed  to 
the  professorship  of  moral  philosophy  at  K4roly- 
Fej^rv4r  (Karlsburg),  which  occupies  him  at  this 
hour.  Most  of  his  poems  are  contributions  to  the 
Erddyi  Museum, 

T6th  has  more  of  erudition  than  of  poetical  ge¬ 
nius^  and  his  erudition  is  visible  in  the  classical 
character  of  his  writings.  His  father  was  a 
preacher  of  the  Reformed  Church  at  Kis>Tokaj, 
and  the  young  T6th  made  such  progress  in  his 
early  studies  of  Latin  and  Greek,  as  to  excite  the 
admiration  of  his  teachers.  In  1814  he  came  to 
Pest  in  order  to  fit  himself  for  tlic  practice  of  me¬ 
dicine.  Two  years  afterwards  he  published  his 
hrst  volume  of  poems;  and  in  1818,  liis  Greek 
verses  with  their  Hungarian  translations.  They 
Avere  favourably  received  and  honorably  noticed. 
In  181G  he  joined  the  Catholic  church;  but  he 
died  of  cholera,  some  have  suspected  of  poison,  in 
1820.  He  was  the  first  to  introduce  the  Pindaric 
Ode  into  the  Magyar  literature.  His  unpub¬ 
lished  writings  were  more  numerous  than  his 
published  ones,  and  great  hopes  were  indulged  of 
the  services  he  might  render  by  them  to  the 
healing  art. 

While  the  paper  is  yet  wet  which  bears  these 
translations  from  Vitkovics,  1  receive  the  intel- 
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ligence  that  this  interesting  poet  has  ceased  to 
be.  He  died  on  the  9th  of  September,  1829.  He 
xvas  a  Servian  by  birth,  and  wrote  his  native  and 
his  adopted  language  with  equal  purity.  His 
tones  are  easy,  graceful,  and  airy,  and  he  intro¬ 
duced  into  Hungary  those  strains  of  popular  song 
which  are  so  diffused  among  the  Slavonian  na¬ 
tions.  Eger  (Eylau)  was  his  birth-place,  and 
there  was  he  educated.  Having  been  chastised 
ns  a  boy  for  the  offence  of  verse- making,  he  clung 
to  the  art  the  more  closely  when  he  grew  to  be  a 
man.  Professor  P^pay  gave  him  the  first  in¬ 
structions  as  to  the  composition  of  Magyar  poe¬ 
try.  His  Addrens  to  Horvfit,  and  more  especially 
his  Fables  and  Poems,  (Mes^i  versei :  Pest, 
1817,)  were  welcomed  with  high  praise.  His 
writings  are  scattered  over  the  fugitive  Hunga¬ 
rian  papers  of  the  present  century. 

Fay  is  a  sharp  and  sparkling  writer,  from  whose 
pen  mirth  and  laughter  are  constantly  gushing 
forth.  He  was  born  in  1786,  at  Koh&ny,  and 
was  just  that  eager  and  sprightly  youth  who 
might  be  expected  to  become  the  lively  and  witty 
man.-  Having  studied  at  S4rospatak  and  Poson, 
he  became  a  judge  in  the  Pest  district,  where  he 
dwells.  In  1807  he  published  a  collection  of  his 
fables  and  poems  of  which  many  were 
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written  before  he  had  reached  his  fifteenth  year. 
Another  collection^  10*15  Bokr4ta  (Fresh  Plumes), 
appeared  in  1818$  and  a  third,  consisting  of  Fables 
and  Aphorisms,  in  1820.  These  are  excellent, — 
they  are  humorous  and  wise.  In  1824  appeared 
other  1  ales  and  a  Prose  Comedy,  entitled  A'ed- 
ves(q)ong6sok  (Pleasure  Vibrations).  Fay  is  one 
of  the  most  popular  of  the  Hungarian  writers. 

In  1814,  HoavX  r  Andreas  published  his  Zirez 
ICmUkczete  —  Uemembrance  of  Zirez,  in  hexa¬ 
meters.  The  paucity  of  events  is  relieved  by 
many  philosophical  inusings,  and  the  language 
und  versification  correct  and  easy.  The  date  of 
Horv&t’s  birth  is  1778.  In  1798  he  entered  the 
Cistercian  order  of  Monks.  In  1806'  he  was  np- 
|>ointcd  to  a  Cure  in  Tdt,  his  present  abode.  At 
the  request  of  many  of  his  admirers  he  under¬ 
took  a  National  Epic— to  celebrate  the  founder 
of  the  Hungarian  Kingdom,  Arpfid,  which  is  not 
yet  completed,  though  he  has  published  speei- 
inens  in  some  of  the  periodicals,  especially  the 
Aurora,  where  also  may  be  found  many  other 
productions  of  his  pen. 

'J'he  songs  of  Szentmikl6ssy  Aloys  arc  agree¬ 
able,  and  his  Epigrams  pointed.  He  was  the  son 
of  a  state  councillor,  who  paid  great  attention  to 
his  cductilion,  and  on  the  completion  of  his  stu- 


hx  INTRODUCTION. 

dies  at  Eger,  in  his  twenty-sixth  year,  he  was 
made  an  Assessor  at  Borsbd.  In  his  early  wri¬ 
tings  he  appeal  to  have  made  Faludi  and  Anyos 
his  models ; '  but  K&zinczy  obtained  afterwards 
great  ioBuence  on  his  mind.  The  presence  of  a 
number  of  French  officers,  prisoners  of  war,  at 
Eger,  induced  him  to  attend  particularly  to  the 
literature  of  their  country,  Szentmikl6say*s  wri¬ 
tings  have  not,  I  believe,  been  collected  into 
volumes,  but  are  spread  through  the  different 
periodicals  of  Hungary. 

KOlcsey  introduced  the  Ballad  into  the  Hun¬ 
garian  literature. — His  elegiac  powers  are  great. 
His  remarks  on  his  contemporaries  have  been 
salutary,  though  sometimes  severe.  He  was  the 
Editor  of  £llet  4s  LitUratura  (Life  and  Litera¬ 
ture),  a  periodical  of  high  reputation.  His  own 
writings  are  warm  and  vigorous.  Born  at  Szd 
Demeter,  in  Transylvania,  he  studied  at  Debre- 
czen,  obtained  honor  as  a  classical  scholar,  and 
mastered  the  literature  of  France  and  Germany, 
In  his  nineteenth  year  he  became  a  Jurat  at  Pest, 
and  there  formed  tliat  intimate  alliance  with  Hor- 
v&t,  Vitkovics,  and  Szemere,  which  afterwards 
exercised  so  important  an  influence  on  Magyar 
criticism.  His  first  productions  appeared  in  the 
Ddmdk*  Kolenddrioma  (Ladies*  Calendar),  and  the 
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Transylvanian  Museum.  On  a  visit  paid  his 
friend  Szemere,  he  wrote  the  attack  on  Jtfondolat, 
which  was  published  without  his  cognizance  in 
1815.  His  criticisms  on  Csokonai^  Kis^  and  Ber- 
zsenyi^  won  him  many  enemies,  and  made  him 
the  object  of  sharp  censure,  These  criticisms 
appeared  in  the  Tiulomdnyos  Gyujtemeny  (Lite¬ 
rary  Collection),  and  the  intention  of  going  over 
the  whole  course  of  Hungarian  literature  in  the 
same  spirit  was  abandoned.  His  critical  produc¬ 
tions  arc  vigorous,  eloquent,  and  useful.  His 
translation  of  Homer,  if  it  can  be  judged  of  by 
the  specimens  published,  is  very  masterly.  He 
inhabits  Csc^.ke  (Schwuke).  It  is  earnestly  to  be 
desired  that  his  vigorous,  original,  and  for  the 
most  part  judicious,  criticisms,  should  be  con¬ 
tinued. 

Though  so  much  of  Kisfaludv’b  (Kak6ly)  life 
was  passed  far  away  from  Hungary,  a  more  cor¬ 
rect  painter  of  Hungarian  manners  has  never  ap¬ 
peared.  His  Dramas  are  rich  in  fancy  and  re¬ 
markable  for  their  truth  and  tact.  He  has  far 
outstripped  the  expectations  excited  by  his 
earlier  productions.  He  has  won  for  Iiiinself 
a  dramatic,  almost  equal  to  his  brother’s  lyric, 
fame.  In  18)9  and  1820  his  productions  first 
appeared  on  the  stage,  and  followed  one  another 
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with  great  rapidity,  eacli  being  welcomed  with 
new  enthusiasm.  He  bas  taken  his  materials, 
for  the  most  part,  from  the  interesting  events  of 
Magyar  history,  and  has  presented  admirable 
pictures  in  which  truth  has  furnished  all  their 
bright  lights  and  dark  shadows.  He  deserves  a 
more,  special  attention,  and  a  more  careful  and 
detailed  criticism,  than  can  be  found  room  for 
here  •,  but  on  some  future  occasion,  I  hope,  witli 
the  co-operation  of  a  valuable  friend,  to  introduce 
some  of  his  admirable  works  in  their  entirety  to 
English  readers.  His  yittrora  cannot  be  men¬ 
tioned  without  praise.  For  some  years  it  has 
been  the  receptacle  of  the  gems  of  modern  Ma¬ 
gyar  poetry.  It  was  here  that  Kolcscy  first  be¬ 
came  known. 

Charles  Kisfaludy  is  the  younger  brother  of 
Alexander,  and  was  born  at  T6t,  on  the  lOth  of 
March,  1790.  In  his  fifteenth  year  he  entered 
the  army, — was  engaged  in  the  campaign  of  Italy 
in  1805,  and  that  of  Germany  in  1809.  It  is  said 
that  when  he  left  bis  paternal  home  he  bad  never 
seen  any  other  poetry  than  his  brother’s  Himfy, 
This,  however,  sufiBced  to  enkindle  the  embers  of 
his  imagination,  and  in  Italy  he  wrote  many 
poems,  which  have  seen  the  light  at  different 
times,  and  in  various  ways.  The  first  of  his 
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Dramas  acted  was  the  Tartars  (Taidrok),  It 
produced  such  a  tempest  of  applause^  that  (says 
Scliedel)  “  the  poet  .could  hardly  save  himself 
from  the  rush  of  young  people,  who,  with  loud 
shouts  of  joy,  insisted  on  producing  him  on  the 
stage.**  It  was  again  and  again  represented  with 
boisterous  applause.  His  second  play,  Zdcs^vrus 
prohibited, — his  third,  I/ka,  was  scarcely  less  for¬ 
tunate  than  the  first*  In  the  following  year  he 
wrote  hit  SiiLor,  a  Drama,  in  four  acts, — and,  on 
a  notice  of  only  ten  days,  his  Szdest, — and,  in  a 
yet  less  period,  Kcnicni/  Simott,  A  number  of 
dramatic  pieces  followed  these,  and  in  1820,  he 
published  an  Apotheosis  of  Pannonics.  His  in¬ 
timacy  with  Helincczy  led  him  to  a  more  thorough¬ 
ly  philosophical  examination  of  the  character  of 
the  Hungarian  language,  and  to  project  the  esta¬ 
blishment  of  a  school  of  art,  for  the  furtherance 
of  a  pure  poetical  taste.  The  Aurora  dawned  out 
of  this  conception,  and  it  is  sprinkled  over  with 
various  works,  in  almost  every  class  of  com¬ 
position.  In  many  of  these  Kisfaludy  adopted 
pseudonymes,  some  of  which  became  almost  as 
famous  as  his  own. 

B.ajz.\*s  poetry  has  a  melancholy  expression 
about  it,  and  does  not  always  appear  to  wear  a 
natural  garb  of  gloom.  Szitcsi  was  his  birth- 
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place;  his  parenU  were  noble;  and  in  the  seventh 
year  of  liis  age  (in  1811)^  he  was  sent  to  study 
at  GydngyOs ;  from  thence  he  went  to  Pest,  and 
‘  afterwards  to  PoBon.  In  1625,  be  was  chosen 
Secretary  to  the  representatives  to  the  diet  of 
the  Heves  district,  and  remained  two  years  in 
the  capital.  His  writings  arc  principally  in  the 
Aurora ;  one  of  them,  a  Bor^nek^  or  Wine  Song, 
was  enthusiastically  admired. 

^ :  CzuczoR*8  \dugshurgi  uthozet^  (Battle  of  Augs¬ 
burg,  A.  D.  010,)  is  an  epic  in  four  cantos.  The 
subject  is  too  remote,  and  too  little  assisted  by 
historical  facts,  to  excite  much  interest.  It  is  an 
energetic  composition,  but  swelling  at  times  into 
an  almost  bombastic  grandiosity.  His  jdradi 
gyules  (Diet  of  Arad,  A.  D.  113(5,)  in  five  cantos, 
is  happier  in  every  respect.  The  actors  are  fine 
and  veracious  portraits,  the  events  both  touching 
and  important.  Less  varied,  less  romantic  than 
Vbrdsm&rty,  he  has  more  simplicity  and  unity 
in  his  story,  and  mure  of  individuality  in  his 
actors.  He  was  bom  at  And6d  in  1800,  became 
a  Benedictine  in  1817;  the  following  year  he  at¬ 
tended  a  course  of  philosophy  at  Gydr.  In  1824, 
he  became  Latin  Professor,  and,  in  1826,  Pro¬ 
fessor  of  Rhetoric  there,  and  he  still  fills  the 
chair. 
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VoRosMARTY  entered  on  dangerous  ground  when 
he  determined  to  try  hU  fortune  as  an  epic  poet. 
He  had  several  living  rivals;  among  them  Czuczor 
and  Horv&t^  wito  had  published  some  specimens 
of  his  Arpfid.  But  VorOsmurty  was  not  a  man 
of  an  every- day  stamp.  His  rich  and  powerful 
fancy  has  always  been  sufficient  to  his  highest 
intellectual  conceptions.  Not  that  he  has  formed 
on  all  occasions  a  correct  estimate  of  his  own 
powers,  flis  mind  is  not  fitted  for  dramatic 
groupings.  He  is  a  master  of  description,  not  of 
action.  No  fault  can  be  found  with  the  poetry 
of  his  dramas  ;  but  unless  the  doings  of  the  stage 
arc  as  interesting  as  the  sayings,  there  is  no  re¬ 
demption  for  the  work.  Vdrdsmarty’s  dramas 
are  failures.  As  an  epic  poet,  however,  Vdrds- 
marty  is  really  great.*  Schedcl  speaks  of  the  in¬ 
exhaustible  opulence  of  Vbrdsmarty-s  imagina¬ 
tion,  the  infinite  versatility  of  its  creations,  the 
marvellously  varied  shades  of  thought  and  feel¬ 
ing  for  which  he  has  found  expression,  and  espe¬ 
cially  of  the  felicitous  sketches  and  personifica¬ 
tions  of  woman  w'hich  decorate  his  pages.  His 
Hexameters  are  beautiful,  and  truly  national,  lu 

*  Sz^kcly  had  pubU:i)i«d  a  short  Transylvanian  Epic  in  1823, 
Thtt  Seklfn,  and  soon  afterwards  Mohdes. 
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the  field  of  poetry,  it  is  of  these  epics  that  the 
HuDgarians  feel  most  proud,  and  desire  that  these 
should  be  deemed  the  representatives  of  their  po¬ 
etical  cultivation. 

Vdrdsmarty  (Mihfily)  was  born  on  the  1st  of 
December,  1800,  at  Nydk,  of  noble  Catholic  pa¬ 
rent  sJ -Uni  81 6,  he  student  at  Pest.  In 

this  year  his  father  died,  and  he  undertook  the 
office  of  tutor,  which  he  filled  for  nine  years.  In 
1824,  he  became  an  Advocate,  and  has  ever  since 
that  period  made  Pest  his  place  of  abode,  study¬ 
ing  the  writings  and  benefiting  by  intercourse 
with  the  distinguished  men  of  his  time.  He  vi¬ 
sited  Transylvania  with  his  pupil  in  1820-3,  and 
there  began  to  study  Shakspcarc,  his  mind  grow¬ 
ing  stronger  and  stronger  by  .  the  communion 
with  noble  spirits  of  other  ages.  He  wrote  se¬ 
veral  dramas,  but  did  not  receive  the  applause 
which  was  to  welcome  his  productions  till  his 
ZaI6n  appeared  in  1825,  which  was  received  with 
marks  of  uncommon  delight.  On  Kisfuludy’s 
recommendation,  he  engaged  in  celebrating  the 
conquest  of  King  Salomon  over  the  Kumanians — 
a  popular  and  successful  enterprise.  Other  pieces 
followed,  both  historical  and  critical;  and  in¬ 
vested  now  with  the  Editorship  of  the  Ttidomd- 
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n^os  Gyujt^meny^  he  is  one  of  the  most  influcn- 
tial^  as  undoubtedly  one  of  the  most  distinguished^ 
of  the  literary  men  of  his  country. 

The  lyrics  of  Szbm  vey  are  more  remarkable  for 
their  form,  than  their  correctness  of  language. 
He  is  a  preceptor  at  Maglod,  and  was  born  in 
17i>S.  The  greater  part  of  his  manhood  was 
passed  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Visegrad,  the 
paradise  of  Hungary,  in  the  midst  of  those  ruins 
which  make  the  memory  of  the  past  so  beautiful, 
living  a  life  of  enthusiasm  and  of  song.*’*  He 
has  written  seven  tragedies,  and  many  ballads. 

1  have  thus  gone  through  the  list  of  those  Ma¬ 
gyar  authors  who  seem  more  particularly  entitled 
to  notice.  1  trust  in  this  good  work  1  am  the 
forerunner  of  wiser  and  more  successful  men. 

That  the  Magyar  language  and  literature  will 
receive  greater  attention  from  foreigners,  and 
that  the  interest  excited  elsewhere  will  act  upon 
the  better  and  brighter  part  of  Hungarian  am¬ 
bition  is  certain.  1  see  without  jealousy  the  ar¬ 
dent  national  feeling  of  the  Magyars,  and  feel  that 
a  nationality  founded  upon  knowledge,  and  repre¬ 
senting  a  spirit  of  freedom  and  independence,  is 
itself  a  virtue,  and  the  parent  of  many  virtues. 


•  Schcdcl. 
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And  witneflsing  the  anxiety  and  the  Interest  which 
these  imperfect  labors  of  mine  hare  awakened 
among  the  M^ars^  I  could  not  but  derive  encou¬ 
ragement  to  continue  them.  I’hey  tvho  have  pa¬ 
tronized  the  daring,  as  well  ns  they  who  have 
experienced  the  difficulties,  will  find  indulgence 
for  me.  :  V 

It  may  be  deemed  that  originality  Is  wanting 
in  these  compositions.  But  it  should  not  be  for¬ 
gotten  that  something  of  originality  is  lost  by  the 
transfusion  of  any  thought  into  a  different  idiom ; 
that  an  English  verse  of  necessity  becomes  in 
some  degree  English.  There  are  other  causes, 
too,  which  act  upon  Mogynr  literature. 

A  people  so  closely  connected  with  Austria  as 
arc  the  inhabitants  of  Hungary,  and  whose  learn¬ 
ed  men  almost  without  exception  speak  and  write 
the  German  tongue,  do  undoubtedly,  though 
sometimes  almost  imperceptibly,  adopt  the  cha¬ 
racter  of  a  literature  with  which  they  arc  so  fami¬ 
liar.  This  familiarity,  if  it  sometimes  trench  on 
their  nationality,  does  at  the  same  time  keep  a 
high  standard  ever  present  to  their  minds,  and 
leads  to  comparisons  and  contrasts  which  are  on 
the  whole  favorable  to  the  exercise  of  the  intel¬ 
lectual  powers.  A  German  critic*  has  denied  to 

•  Sc«  wiener  Zabrbucher  for  1829,  No.  xlv. 
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the  Magyars  a  poetical  teuiperament.  He  says 
the  national  tone  is  noble,  generous,  gallant,  sus¬ 
ceptible,  good-natured,  loving,  easily  won,  sharp- 
witted,  and  imaginative.  Now,  are  not  these 
elements  enough  for  the  creation  of  poets  and 
poetry  ?  And  how  can  a  nation  be  deemed  unpo- 
ctical  which  can  offer  to  the  world  such  a  roll  of 
poets  as  Hungary  presents  ? 

Of  the  popular  poetry  of  the  Magyars,  little 

can  be  referred  to  a  high  antiquity.  A  fragment 

of  an  ancient  poem  is  still  sung  by  Hungarian 

children,  thus : 

Lciigycl  Lftizl(3  kirAlyutik 
Az  ii  nckUiik  cUctii<;gui)k.* 

Nothing,  however,  but  these  two  lines  remain. 
The  martial  songs  of  their  warlike  ancestors  have 
not  been  saved  out  of  the  oblivion  of  old  time. 
Of  the  historical  songs  i^one  arc  earlier  than  those 
of  the  wars  of  the  last  Hungarian  revolution.  Of 
the  oral  stories  {Mesdk  or  Ueg^k)  of  the  Magyars, 
I  shall  translate  Mailath’s  interesting  descrip¬ 
tion  : 

“  The  Magyar  story-tellers  are  one  of  the  many 
evidences  of  the  oriental  origin  of  the  people. 
Like  the  Night- fablers  of  Arabia,  they  go  on  by 

•  Laszio  the  Pole — the  good  king — he 
He  aho  *15  our  eiiciiiy. 
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the  hour— aye,  by  the  Right  long— without  wea¬ 
rying  their  hearers*  These  arc  for  the  most  part 
to  be  found  among  roldlers  and  peasants.  The 
stories  which  in  other  lands  ore  preserved  only 
in  work-rooms  and  nurseries  to  our  days,  are 
narrated  In  Hungary  in  the  porch,  by  watch  and 
shepherd  Ares,  and  amidst  the  night  labors  of  the 
field.  The  character  of  the  Magyar  tale  Is  wholly 
unlike  tliat  of  southern  lands*  The  hero  Is  gene¬ 
rally  a  student,  a  soldier,  or  a  king's  son)  his 
companion,  a  magic  horse  called  Tat6B,  who  is 
his  couusellor  and  saviour.  His  enemy  Is  often 
a  dragon  with  six,  nine,  or  twelve  heads,  and  tlic 
hero  must  undergo  three  ordeals  ]  and  this  num¬ 
ber  is  the  ruling  one  throughout  tlic  story*  There 
is  a  sharpness  and  oddity  about  the  conception, 
and  an  original  dcvelppmcnt  of  the  plot.  The 
scenery,  and  the  deeds  of  the  principal  actors, 
shew  that  the  stories  emanate  from  a  people  who 
lived  in  elevated  places.  The  narrator  sometimes 
unites  two  or  three  stories  in  one  —  sometimes 
divides  one  into  many— elaborates  or  changes  it 
according  to  his  own  caprice  or  the  demands  of 
his  audience*— It  has  happened  that  many  tales 
of  foreign  origin  have  been  introduced,  which 
have  been  all  nationalized  by  time.  I  remember 
to  have  heard  a  celebrated  story-telling  woman  in 
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tlic  Abaujvfir  district,  narrate  one  of  Gozzi’s  best 
talcs ;  and  the  well-known  and  foreign  ^  Swan 
Maiden  ’  is  current  all  over  Hungary.  The  na¬ 
tional  may  be  immediately  distinguished  from  the 
exotic.’*  ^ 

Of  the  Lyrics  of  the  nation,  the  collection  1 
have  translated  will  serve  to  give  a  fair  idea.  To 
advocate  their  merits  as  literary  coinpositlous  is 
no  part  of  my  task.  I  have  given  nearly  the  whole 
that  have  reached  me,  in  order  to  shew  what  arc 
the  Songs  of  the  Magyar  people.  Hungarian 
towns  and  villages,  and  rivers  and  plains,  and 
hills  and  vallcyH,  have  been  painted  and  described 
hy  many.  Here  me  some  of  the  thoughts  of  those 
who  dwell  there.  The  dresses  of  Hungary  and 
Transylvania  decorate  many  books,  anil  are  the 
subject  of  many  pictures.  Here  arc  some  of  the 
adornings  of  the  inward  man — here  is  something 
of  the  costume  of  mind. 

The  Ecclesiastical  History  of  n  country  is  un¬ 
doubtedly  closely  connected  with  its  Literature ; 
hut  I  have  been  compelled  to  avoid  entering  on 
so  wide  and  interesting  a  field.  Those  who  wish 
to  study  this  part  of  the  subject  may  consult 

Uartlioloniactic's  Coiiiciitarlo  do  Uohcini^  Kli*HciitIicnjlbuj.— 
Edit.  e.  IVson,  17lU»,  Ito. 

*  Macyaii'cltc  }?apcn  und  MkIucIkh.  lUuiin, 
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HUtorU  Dlplomatlca  de  itAtu  Rcllglonts  Evangel  t  In  Hungarla. 

ino,foi. 

I^ampe  (Paul  Ember)  llUtorU  Eccicsite  RefortnaU}  In  Hungarla 
ct  Transylraula.  Poohunif  17!28y  4to. 

Memorabilia  Aagustatus  Confcitlooli  In  Iluogarta.  Ed.  Joan. 

Robonl.  Potoui  1793.  (An  admirable  book.) 

Norl  ccclcilastlcl  cl  icbolaatlcl  Annalci  Evangellcorum  Aug.  ct 
i  '  lid.  Conf.  In  DUlonllmi  Domua  Ault.  Herld.  Ed.  Bam.  Am- 
broslui  Shctnnlclly  1793y  4to. 

rroteataui  Ekkleilak  Hlitorl^a  Magyar  di  Erddly  Orfi&gbAiin. 

Kdidtcttet'kladta.  TdUi  FcrentCy  8  Konikroiiy  1808. 

J.  8.  Klcln'i  Nacbrlchtcn  von  den  Ecbeniumitvndcn  crangdii. 

-  eber  Prtdegcr  In  Ungarla.  3  voli.  l.clptlfy  1789* 

Kurxc  Gctcldcbtc  dcr  EYaugcllicbcn  LntbcrlKbcii  Klrcbe  In  Un* 
garn  n-ou  Anfang  dcr  llcformntlon  bit  nuf  Leopold  H.  Got* 
tlngcn,  1794. 

And  tbo  blstorlani  of  Hungary,  lucb  ns  Von  Engel,  Keiiler, 
Katoim  (40  Tolmnci),  Undal,  Polina,  ond  otlicri. 

ScliKDEi.  (under  the  name  of  Toldf  Ferenez)  has 
done  acceptable  service  to  the  Afagyar  literature 
by  his  well- selected  Anthology,  IJandbuch  da' 
Un^rischen  Poeste,*  which  Is  in  itself  a  little, 
agreeable  Magyar  library  of  poetry.  His  coad¬ 
jutor  in  this  excellent  labor  is  George  Stettner, 
who  adopts  the  pseudonyme  of  Feny^ry  Julius. 
It  contains  not  only  a  series  of  well-selected  spe¬ 
cimens,  but  the  most  important  facts  in  the  bio¬ 
graphy  of  the  principal  poets  of  Hungary.  On 
this  I  have  ventured  to  draw  largely.  It  has  fur- 

•  In  t\TO  Tolniucs  8vo.  Po?!  and  Mcnna,  1828, 
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111  shed  me  with  the  greater  part  of  my  materials. 
And  Bcorccly  less  nm  I  indebted  to  Count  Mai- 
lath’s  Mag^arische  Gedichte^*  Without  the  assist¬ 
ance  of  these  valuable  writers  I  could  not  have 
effected  a  labor^  of  whose  incompleteness  and 
imperfections  no  individual  can  be  more  scniiblc 
than  myself.  But  to  do  somethwg,  though  feebly 
nnd  unsatisfactorilyi  where  nothing  has  been  done 
before— to  bring  some  mementos^  though  few  and 
small,  from  an  undcscrlbed  country— *to  introduce 
a  little  knowledge,  In  the  place  of  much  ignorance 
—may  haply  be  a  not  unworthy  service.  Criti¬ 
cism  will  estimate  the  difliculties  which  surround 

• 

**  the  stranger  in  a  strange  land,”  and  will  deal 
out  an  indulgent  award. 

*  111  one  volume  12mo.  Stuttgart  niij  Tubingen, 
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DEMETltlUS  CSATI. 


CONQUEST  OF  THE  MAOYAU  LAND. 

Einlckczzuiik  r^gteVrul, 

SzltlyiriU)!  kUOttckr Jl 
Magyaroknak  elclkr/n» 

'Es  azokiiak  vltdzi^gcki^l.* 


Rrmemder  wc  our  sires  of  old, 

Their  flight  from  the  Scythian  land ; 

The  patriarchs  of  the  Magyars, 

And  the  valor  of  their  band ! 

Forth  from  the  Scythian  laud  they  came, 

This  better  land  to  sec ; 

By  Istcnf  led,  they  onwards  sped 
Adown  to  Erdely^X 

*  Respecting  the  date  of  this  poem  there  arc  roauj  different 
opinions.  R^val  quotes  it  as  one  of  the  national  ballads  sung  at 
the  public  festivals  of  the  Magyars,  attributing  It  to  the  twelfth 
century  as  its  earliest  date;  but  it  is  generally  supposed  to  be  a 
composition  of  the  fourteenth  centnry.  The  three  last  stanzas 
were  first  published  bjSchcdelin  his  collection.  The  rhymes  are 
very  Irregular,  and  some  of  the  verses  not  very  Intelligible ;  but 
there  Is  much  historical  Interest  In  the  prodncilou,  which  Gruber 
has  translated  Into  German.  , 

t  Istcii,  God.  X  Transylvania. 
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And  glorious  were  ihcir  doings  ihcn : 

Seven  bands  composed  the  host ; 

Seven  valiant  chieftains  led  the  men, 

And  each  a  For  ^  could  boast. 

In  their  communion  all  was  union, 

And  valor  in  the  fray ; 

No  thought  of  fear  was  ever  there. 

But  safely  kept  the  sway. 

They  conquered  long— like  Samson  strong. 

All  foemcn  they  subdued; 

With  lion-hcarls  overwhelming  all — 

A  fearful  multitude. 

Of  oil  the  band,  the  Magyars*  pride 

Was  the  renowned  Arpud ; 

lie  was  the  highest,  noblest  chief, 

And  greatest  riches  had. 

And  soon  they  found,  while  wandering  round, 

The  Duna’sf  waters  clear ; 

In  beauteous  road  those  waters  flow’d — 

No  clearer  waters  were. 

They  hurried  then  a  messenger. 

The  Duna*8  stream  to  track ; 

And,  did  its  name  deserve  its  fame, 

Tiie  borders  to  attack. 

•  Var,  a  castle,  a  fortified  clc\-atiou — a  word  wlilch  is  found 
ill  luaoy  oriental  tongues, 
t  The  Danube. 
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Tl»e  messenger  pursued  the  stream. 
The  banks,  the  fields,  tite  flood ; 

He  drank  of  Dunams  uatcr  there. 

And  swore  tliat  it  was  good. 

A  Lcngyel^  hoi^  m%  ruler  then, 
or  all  the  land  the  Lord ; 

Veszprem  his  court— but  over  ull 
W  os  spread  a  Xmctf  Iwrdc. 

The  messenger  to  Vcfzprcm  enme, 
'J’hc  Volislj  Count  to  sec; 

And  l)Ow*d  his  head  in  revcrciKo, 
And  thus  spoke  cunningly : 

I  come  to  see  thy  land  nnd  ihco. 
And,  Ihrczegt^  this  the  cause 
TlwH  I  resort  to  Veszprem's  court : — 
To  learn  thy  pcojde’s  laws.*’ 

This  pleased  the  Count,  and  nobly  he 
The  Magyar  entertain’d ; 

And  much  he  saw  of  Lord  and  law. 
And  much  instruction  gain’d. 


An  empty  flask  he  dar'd  to  ask. 

Where  Duna’s  waters  pass ; 

The  flask  he  61Icd,'8ome  earth  be  look. 
And  pluck’d  a  little  grass.  . 

•  A  Polo.  f  Gennau.  ♦  Duke. 
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And  hnsloncd  Ixick  to  Erdely, 

And  sought  the  chief,  Arpfid  ; 

And  much  joyed  he,  the  things  to  see. 

The  faiiliful  Magyar  had. 

lie  called  together  all  the  chiefs, 

He  shewed  the  water  clear, 

The  hit  of  earth,  the  blades  of  grass. 

And  held  a  council  there. 

And  then  decreed,  a  snow-white  steed 
The  Magyar  should  convey  ; 

With  golden  hit,  nnd  sa«Mlo  rich. 

And  thus  be  charged  to  say  : 

“  The  men  wlw  out  of  Scythia  came, 

Have  sent  this  steed  to  thee; 

And  from  thy  grace,  they  ask  a  jdacc 
To  settle  quietly.” 

The  Count  saw  nought  of  what  was  thought 
By  those  the  steed  who  sent ; 

And  for  the  love  of  snow-white  steed, 

His  land  was  from  him  rent. 

”  Go,  messenger,”  he  said  ;  **  dexiarc” — 
His  folly  went  so  far — 

“  1  give  whatever  lands  lliey  ask. 

To  the  brave  Magyiir.” 
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The  messengers  delighted  heard ; 

Their  bosoms  bird  with  glee, 

They  said,  **  Farewell  !**  and  went  to  tell 
Their  talc  in  Erdely* 

\Thcy  made  ft  call  on  heroes  all. 

And  straight  a  council  held ; 

And  surhmon^  every  man  to  meet 
The  Herezeg  in  the  held. 

And  thrice  on  Istcn's  name  they  called, 
The  Dexts  of  their  prayer ; 

And  then  the  Godhead’s  title  gave 
To  Szamos*  city  there.* 

And  yet  we  recollect  the  day. 

And  in  all  bargains  we 

Still  loudly  **  Dcus !  Dcus  !’*  say. 

Id  that  time's  memory. 

And  when  the  bands  were  ready  all. 

They  orfer*d  heralds  three ; 

The  Foiish  i/)rd,  with  this  bold  word. 

To  visit  speedily : 

*  latent  dk  ott  IniddAnak 
Hfiromszor  Dcoat  kUtUaiiak  ; 

Arrtfl  oevezt^k  ott  a*  vfuoat, 

Szamos*  incutvbcn,  a*  uemes  Dcu^uck. 
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“  Remember,  Hcraeg  !  what  lliou  dost— 

To  leave  the  land  prepare  \ 

Witich  thou  hast  sold  to  Magyars  bold— 

Tiie  Magyars  hasten  here.** 

The  heralds  sought  the  Polish  Count, 

And  bent  them  low  and  meek ; 

Yet  free  from  fright,  they  spoke  outright. 

As  Arpd  bade  them  speak. 

**  For  snow-white  steed  thou  gav'st  the  land ; 
For  golden  bit,  the  grass ; 

For  tlic  rich  saddle,  Duna*s  stream— 

Now  bring  the  deed  to  pass,** 

The  llerczcg  laugh’d  at  first,  nor  cared 
For  what  the  heralds  brought  j 
Dut  soon  his  rage  o’crcamc  his  mirth, 

And  thus  he  spoke  his  thought ; 

**  ’Twere  belter  to  have  slain  the  steed, 

Than  sport  such  dangerous  wit ; 

Tlic  saddle  hide  ’nealh  Duna’s  stream — 
Ikncalh  the  grass,  the  bit,** 

The  heralds  to  the  Herezeg  said, 

“  Your  Highness  need  not  storm  ; 

The  bargain  made  witli  Magyar  men, 

Your  Highness  must  perform. 
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««  Wc  give  Dol  milk-white  steed  lo  hounds. 
To  esh,  no  oMjM  gay ; 

To  icapen  gif e  no  golden  bits— 

We  know  WJ*  frhk  tl^  say.” 

:  And  so  the  bqrs^s  h^  ; 

While,  fill’d  ffith  dread  alarms, 

Retreating  wide  to  Dona’s  side, 

The  Count  lits  army  arms. 

At  Kelemfold,  A^ad  the  bold 
O’er  Duna’i  waters  goes ; 

At  Cseke’s  land  his  forces  mann’d — 

In  Telem  were  the  foes. 

The  Magyar  throng  in  l^rd  was  strong, 

And  on  Sz^szhalom’s  plain  : 
lo  those  proud  wars,  the  Magyars, 

By  God  upheld,  their  foemen  quell’d. 

And  mighty  was  their  gain. 

His  brave-ones  dead,  the  Hercieg  fied — 
Alone  he  fled— alone ; 

The  Magyar  ranks  reach’d  Duna’s  banks — 
The  Polish  Count  was  gone. 

•  r  '  •  •  » 

Alone  he  ran,  poor  flying  man  ! 

What  could  he  do  but  leap—  . 

To  save  himself  in  Duna’s  stream. 

And  hide  him  in  the  deep  ?  '  '  v 
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Arpad  look'd  round  with  joy  to  sec 
His  conquests  fair  and  far ; 

And  more  while  from  a  mountain's  top 
He  look’d  on  Fejervar.* 

The  kingdom  thus  was  won  by  us, 

And  Magyar^orszag  f  highl ; 

From  Ncmet  men  wc  won  it  then, 

And  still  ’tis  ours  by  right. 

[Several  stanzas  are  waotlog  here.  It  cuiiclndes  thii.n :] 

Of  those  who  gain'd  the  Magyar  land, 

A  chief  as  bold  as  any. 

Was  Duda,  who  when  Arpftd  died. 

Was  Magyar's  Kapitany.X 

He  rear'd  his  throne  by  Duna's  banks. 

Near  Pesth  along  the  hill ; 

And  Buda's  city,  fair  and  rich. 

Preserves  his  memory  still. 

•  Sz^kes  Fcjdrvir,  liUrally  chair  of  the  while  caitlc.  Tent. 
Stuhhvcim'Dburg. 

t  Magyar-orszag,  Hungary— i  c.  the  land  of  tlio  Magyars. 

X  Chicfiaiu. 
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tcszcd  baratoiu,  lia  lucgliGzaaodo). 
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BALLAD  OF  THE  EMPEROR’S  DAUCHTERj  OR 
THE  HISTORY  OF  MICHAEL  SZILAGVI  AND 
LADISLAUS  HAJMASI. 

I  HAVE  ail  iotf  resting  (ale  to  tell  you, 

Such  as  you  never  heard.  List !  for  ’twill  cliarm  you ; 
’Tis  of  the  Turkish  Emperor’s  lovely  daughter. 

Two  youthful  heroes  were  of  old  made  prisoners. 

Sent  to  Constantinople  to  the  Emperor, 

And  by  the  Turkish  Emperor  flung  in  prison. 

The  prison  was  adjacent  to  the  palace ; 

The  heroes*  names  were,  Szilagy  Mihaly 
The  one — Hajmasi  Laszlo  was  the  other. 

Szilagyi,  looking  through  the  prison  trellicc, 

(’Twas  Whitsun  day,)  play’d  an  harmonious  ditty 
On  his  guitar — *lwas  sweet,  yet  melancholy ; 

And  spake,  ’midst  deepest  sighs — “With  father,  motlicr, 
And  with  mine  own  dear  sister,  this  day  twelvemonth. 
This  very  day,  I  was  so  very  happy  !” 


12 


ANONVBIOUS. 


The  Emperor**  daughter,  standing  near  the  window, 
Heard  him — look’d  in — nnd  soon  was  moved  to  piiy 
Besides,  Szilagyi’i  form  had  pleased  the  maiden. 

And  suddenly  she  sought  the  prison’s  portnl. 

And  pour’d  sweet  comfort  on  Szilagyi’s  bosom, 

^  Aiid  gently,  sweetly,  held  this  flattering  language : 

•*  Young  hero  I  if  upon  thy  knightly  honor 
Thou  swear  to  bring  me  to  the  Magyar  country, 

And  swear  too  (should  1  prosper)  to  espouse  me— 

“  I  shall  be  satisfied — and  I  will  free  thee  ; 

Yes !  1  will  free  thee  from  thy  prison’s  darkness ; 

So  swear  me  by  thy  faith  nnd  by  thine  honor !” 

And  soon  Szilagyi  answered — **  Free  me,  maiden  ! 
And  1  will  wed  thee — by  my  faith  nnd  honor 
I  swear  to  wed  thee,  thou  imperial  daughter !” 

And  so  the  maiden  won  the  prison  keeper; — 
Aroused  at  midnight  both  the  sleeping  heroes, 

And  led  them  forth  to  the  imperial  stables : 

Gave  each  a  sharpen’d  sword  in  golden  scabbard ; 
They  kill’d  the  stable-keepers  nnd  attendants. 

And  the  three  fleetest  horses  swiftly  saddled. 

The  morning  brought  the  tidings  to  the  Emperor — 
The  prisoners  were  out-broken  from  the  prison — 
The  boys,  the  keepers  of  the  stables,  murder’d. 
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Tlicy  sloppM  ihc  heroes  nl  ihc  gate  of  customs, 

Ask’d  them  where  speeding.  “  Out  to  Nagy-Szombat/ 
Among  the  wolves — with  Isten’s  holy  favor.**  f 

Five  of  his  choicest  chiefs  the  Emperor  summon’d,  • 
And  thus  commanded  them :  **  Pursue  the  flying — 
Capture  them — and  produce  them  in  my  presence.** 

And  the  flve  chicnaiiis  hastcn*d  to  the  borders, 

Hidding  the  guards  nnest  the  flying  heroes. 

And  bear  them  swifdy  to  the  Emperor’s  presence. 

They  fell  upon  the  heroes  nl  the  border — 

Strove  to  arrest  them — but  they  fought  so  bravely. 

They  forced  their  way,  and  passed  in  safety  onward. 

The  chieftains  heard  it,  and  pursued  the  flying — 
O’ertook  them — and  there  was  a  bloo<Jy  combat : 

Tlie  chieftains  fell — it  was  the  will  of  Isten  ! 

The  heroes  sent  the  maid  for  her  protection, 

What  time  the  battle  lasted,  to  an  island. 

An  island  not  remote,  lire  battle  ended. 

The  heroes  sought  again  the  hidden  maiden. 

And  then  Szilagyi  heard  a  voice  of  wailing— 

Szilagyi  saw  the  maiden  sorely  troubled. 

•  Tynian  (Gcriuanki*). 

•f-  lilt*  meaning  (snys  ScIumKI)  I-*,  **  We  go  to  Tyiiiaii  to  join 
the  Turkish  troops,  who  arc  tcnit»lc  to  tia*  ennuy  (tlu-  tiiing.i* 
riaiis)  as  wolves  to  sheep." 
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Uttering  despairing  (ones  of  lamentation, 

**  Merciful  Isten !  1  have  left  my  dwelling : 

Whal  will  befal  me  in  this  dreary  desert  ? 

**  0  miserable  fortune  1  But  my  fortune 
Is  far  less  grievous  than  those  youthful  heroes*, 

Who  fell  beneath  the  sword-strokes  of  the  focman. 

**  For  them,  1*11  haste  to  death— for  them,  I'll  make  nte 
A  burial-bed  upon  the  gloomy  desert : 

God  I  Id  the  wolves  and  wild  fowl  be  my  mourners. 

“  Into  God’s  hand  I  now  my  soul  deliver.** 

Szilagyi  ha8ten*d  thither — and  the  maiden 

Smiled  joyous  while  he  led  her  forth.  They  journey'd 

Towards  the  Magyar  land ;  they  reach’d  the  borders ; 
And  then  Hajro4si  said  to  his  companion, 

“  Let’s  strive  who  shall  possess  the  lovely  maiden.” 

But  swift  Szilagyi  turn’d  upon  Hajm4si : 

“  Nay,  at  thy  peril ;  thou  art  wed  already 
To  a  fair  bride :  Tm  pledged  unto  the  maiden.” 

■  f' 

Then  cried  the  imperial  daughter  to  the  heroes, 

**  Nay !  not  for  me  shall  hero  blood  be  wasted : 

Fling  me  upon  the  sword— not  your  own  bosoms.”  ♦ 


*  **  H&ujjatok  inV&bb  engem  szably&ra,  mint  czt  lulveljctek.'* 
Tbls  Is  at)  Hungarian  Idtout  for  **  Kill  me,  not  yourselves.” 
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Ilajmasi  still  persisted,  and  their  weapons. 

Unsheathed,  were  swiAIy  drawn  upon  each  other ; 

And  sorely,  sorely  was  Ilajmasi  wounded* 

Then  spoke  the  wounded  man  to  his  companion, 

**  Forgive  me,  friend !  for  I  am  well  rewarded : 

Well  recompensed  is  he  who  breaks  his  duty. 

**  1  had  a  gentle  wife  and  two  fair  children — 

The  thought  o'crwhclms  me — I  am  justly  punish'd  : 

Drother  in  arms  I  farewell^and  O  forgive  me  T* 

So  each  bestow’d  on  each  a  friendly  greeting ; 

Szilagyi  took  the  maiden  to  his  dwelling, 

And  made  a  bride  of  that  im|)€rial  maiden* 

ft'lil-1  Hatlad  has  been  Just  publixlicd  by  Scliedvl.  He  lias  done 
me  the  honor  of  dedicating  the  volume  which  contains  It,  to  inc, 
in  terms  far  too  flattering  for  any  deserts  of  mine.  'J'hcrc  is  a 
concluding  stanza  which  says  that  the  Hallad  was  taken  from  an 
old  History,  and  written  hi  1571,  Schcdcl  ihloks  It  not  Iinpro* 
table  that  the  Michael  Szilagyi  of  the  J’uein  was  afterwards  the 
Goreruor  of  Hungary,  and  the  uncle  of  the  famous  Matthias. 
The  character  of  the  Dallad  In  form  and  maoucr  remarkably 
resembles  the  narrative  poetry  of  the  Slavoniao  oations  ] 
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ZRINYI  MIKLOS. 

DonN  IGIG — DIED  16G5. 


Sors  boua — iillill  allud. 


Zrinyi's  Ahtto 


34ICIfAEr.  ZHINVf. 


17 


SONG  OF  THE  TURKISH  YOUTH. 

M:crt  pauasiko-IJiini,  Szcrciicsc,  cllcnctl, 

Ha  buvlcd  uilodciUiap  cii  CzCiaciuct  ? 

O  Fortune  !  I  fling  no  reproaches  at  thee, 

For  thou  jiast  been  gentle  and  gcoVous  to  mo ; 

And  ne*cr  would  1  echo  the  slanders  unkind. 

Which  call  thee  unjust,  or  vindictive,  or  blind. 

Thou  look’st  on  my  love  with  no  menacing  air, 

Ih:t  wouldst  help  me  to  win  while  I  worship  the  fair ; 
And  while  joy  piled  on  joy  flings  delight  on  iny  days, 
l.ct  thine  l>c  the  glory,  and  thine  be  the  praise. 

The  first  vernal  song,  and  the  fust  vernal  leaf, 

And  Nature’s  sweet  childhood — so  beauteous  and  brief; 
And  the  nishlingalc’s  strain — and  the  rivulet’s  fall— 
And  the  light  breeze — arc  thine — music,  beauty,  ar.d  all. 

And  the  summer,  when  cypresses  shade  me  from  he^f, 
And  the  zephyrs  come  freshen’d,  to  kiss  my  retreat ; 
Where  the  lent  b  above,  and  the  winc-cnp  goes  round, 
And  tlie  flowers  smile  below — thou,  0  Furttmc  !  art  found. 

From  autumn’s  rich  liarvcst  thou  haslen’sl  to  pour 
Pomegranates  and  citrons — a  limitless  store ; 

Or  l«*adsl  to  the  chace,  when  I  follow  the  prey — 

The  bird  in  its  flight,  or  wild  l>cast  on  its  way. 

c 
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.  When  winter  comes  on,  with  Its  loud-rolling  storms, 
And  the  snow  and  the  ice  in  their  marvellous  forms. 

Am  I  wretched  ?  O  no  1  I  hang  over  my  fire. 

And  have  more  t^n  I  vrant— aye  1  and  all  I  desire. 

I  have  honour  and  fame,  fulj  enough  for  my  lot ; 

And  my  gettings  Mill  add  to  the  irdlsures  1* ve  got : 

My  horse  is  my  glory —my  sabre  is  true— 

And  0,  my  sweet  maid  1  thou  art  faithfulness  too* 

0  Fortune  I  thou  wearest  my  fetters— art  bound 
In  niy  bonds— and  1  look  without  terror  around : 

No  evil  will  chance  me— I  feel  that  the  chain 
But  binds  thee  more  firmly  to  bless  me  again* 

H  hls  Song  Is  from  the  llilrd  Dock  of  the  Zrnylad,  verses  32 
— 39.J 
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FALUDI  FEllENCZ. 

HORN*  170I— DIEO  1771^. 


Dii*  S|inclie  lil  dai  FaU.-idiiiiii  cIium  Volki. 
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>  ^  ICTHE  OAV^^  BinD. 

.  Egy  kU  taika  niftd&riig  I'cdv^'bcn. 

*  ■  ‘  .'*j 

•  Thou  gay-pluroed  bird,  whose  never-bridled  flight 
O’er  6eld,  o’er  forest,  is  one  long  delight ; 

^Vere  I  a  gay-plumed  bird,  how  blest  Hwould  be 
Thy  songs  to  sing,  to  fly,  to  rest  with  ihce, 

‘  Thou  ^y-plumcd  bird  I 

Thou  gay-plumed  bird,  thou  const  no  longer  sing ! 
Thou  art  imprisoned  by  tlie  fowlcr*8  spring ; 

Were  1  a  gay-plumed  bird,  1  would  not  go 
Sporting  with  such  delusive  treacheries.  No  ! 

Thou  gay-plumed  bird  I 

Thou  gay-plumed  bird,  though  liberty  is  gone. 

Yet  kindness  waits  thy  every  want  upon ; 

Were  I  a  gay-plumed  bird,  1  still  should  long 
For  tbe  free  heaven  and  the  wild  woodland  song. 


Thou  gay-plumed  bird,  thy  golden  chain  to  me 
Al’ere  but  a  decorated  misery ! 

Were  I  a  gay-plumed  bird,  I  would  not  fill 
Thy  g;audy  jprison,  were  it  gaudier  still. 

Thou  gay-plumed  bird 
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Thou  gay-plumed  bird,  they  bring  tbe«  sugar'd  meat, 
Use  flatieriog  words,  caressing  while  they  cheat ; 
Were  1  a  gay-plumed  bird,  that  sweetened  waste 
Were  worse  than  very  poison  to  my  taste. 

Thou  gay-plumed  bird ! 

Thou  luckless  bird  1  Alas  1  and  thou  bast  lost 
That  plumage,  once  thy  brightness  and  thy  boast  t 
Were  I  a  gay-plumed  bird,  1  could  not  dwell 
A  prisoner  in  thy  solitary  cell, 

Thou  gay-plumed  bird  I 
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DANGERS  OF  LOVE. 

Ncm  Icaack  tObbc  azcrclroci. 

To  Love  no  more  my  vpws  Til  bring, 

For  Love  is  such  a  dangerous  thing ; 

There's  poisoi)  hid  in  every  dart, 

And  canker-worms  in  every  heart, 

Where  Love  doth  dwell. 

I  know  the  little  treacherous  boy— 

Have  fought  beneath  his  flag  wiih  joy. 

Which  brought  deep  grief :  I’ve  worn  his  chain. 
And  wosted  many  months  of  pain. 

In  his  dark  cell. 

For  she  who  loves  bears  doom  of  woe ; 

Let  her  not  trust  the  traitor’s  bow 
Which  1  have  trusted,  just  to  be 
Pierced  through  and  through  with  misery. 

With  misery. 

O  forest  trees  1  so  tall  that  are  ; 

O  dovelet  mine  1  that  flies  so  far ; 

Would  1  could  fell  that  giant  grove  1 
Would  I  could  reach  that  flitting  dove !  • 

It  may  not  be ! 

♦  Ha  azt  az  erdot  le  vkghatnitDi 
Galaiubouiat  meg  iruhatiifun. 

to  hew,  to  fell— rfr^AcOii*,  to  be  able  to  licw. 
see— to  be  able  to  ht. 


Lathi ,  to 


FRANCIS  FALUUI. 


23 


How  idle  on  a  rush  to  lean, 

Tliough  waving  bright  its  stem  of  green  ! 

For  when  the  noisy  tempest  wakes. 

How  soon  it  bends !  how  trembling  sltakes ! 

And  bows  its  head. 

I  leaned  upon  a  treacherous  rush ; — 

He  turn’d  away,  without  a  blush, 

To  other  maids :  but  1  was  young — 

Truth  in  my  spirit,  on  my  tongue. 

Without  parade. 

O  smitten  by  higli  Heaven  be  he 
Who  gives  his  love  to  two,  to  three ! 

I  love  but  one — and  if  he  fail  me, 

O  how  could  other  love  avail  me ! 

Me — hnjdcss  maid  ! 
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THE  FALSE  MAUL 

Url  iiciiiu'l  cmlclc 
IX'll,  Jcici,  «Jp  ter  Hide. 

I 

She  h  born  of  nolle  stem, 

Fairer  than  the  fairest  gent 
Which  upon  her  role  doth  shine, 
Cirnccful,  bcauiiful,  divine. 

Wlial  avails  it  all  to  me  ? 

She  is  false  as  false  can  be  t 

She  Itas  eyes  like  damsons  black, 
Sliining  like  the  comet's  track ; 

Mouth  of  witchery — lightning  glance — 
Heaven  is  in  her  countenance. 

What  avails  it  all  to  me  ? 

She  is  false  as  false  can  be  ! 

Neck  of  alabaster,  lips 
Crimson  ro^  to  eclipse. 

Chin  of  marble's  smoothest  glow, 
Shouldcrs'pilcd  of  purest  snow. 

What  avails  it  all  to  me  ? 

V  .  .  She  is  false  as  false  can  be  \ 
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Fair  when  distant,  fair  when  near, 
Fair  her  smile,  and  fair  her  tear ; 
Fair  when  bending,  fair  creel — 
Unadorn'd,  or  gcni-bcdcck'd. 

Whal  avails  it  all  to  me  ? 

She  is  false  as  false  can  be  I 

She  has  wit,  and  song,  and  sense — 
Mirth  and  sport  and  eloquence; 

She  has  smiles  of  ccstacy — 

(•race  and  l)cauly*8  treasury. 

^VIrat  ovails  it  all  to  me  ? 

She  is  false  as  false  can  be  ! 

I  have  l)€cn  on  Pindus  hill, 

I  have  heard  her  music  hll^ 

I’ill  with  glory  heaven  and  earth— 
Ne'er  such  glorious  songs  had  birth. 
Whal  avails  it  nil  to  me  ? 

SI)C  is  false  as  false  can  be  ! 


^  ^  FltAXCIS  FALUUI. 


'  ?TI1E  ANSWER. 

Hlrci  fJrcod  iiciuzut^bcit, 

, .  Ntttcicu  bll^a  tcriuct^bcii. 

1 1 B  U  of  illustnoM  name, 

Free  from  ipot,  and  free  from  blame 
Dre<]  as  noble  minds  are  bred, 
Leading,  too,  u  he  was  led : 

Ycl  1  love  him  not— and  I 
Know  full  well  the  reason  why 

Lustrous  arc  his  eyes  os  light, 

And  as  milk  his  skin  is  white ; 

Never  did  verroillion  streak 
Dcauty  fairer  than  his  cheek : 

,  Yet  I  love  him  not — and  I 
Know  full  well  the  reason  wl»y  ! 

\yisd^  all  his  forehead  arches, 

He  is  tall  as  mountain  larches ; 
^Vaving  locks  of  chesnut  hair, 

Lips  as  twilight  dawning  fair : 

-  Yet  I  love  him  not—and  I 
Know  full  well  the  reason  why ! 
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When  he  sits  upon  his  steed, 

Mars  must  yield  for  strength  and  speed ; 
Here  and  there,  and  to  and  fro. 

Like  a  Centaur,  see,  they  go : 

Yet  1  love  him  not— and  I 
Know  full  well  the  reason  why  1 

Witty,  wise  and  honor'd,  too ; 

Tasteful,  learned,  thro*  and  thro* ; 

Calm,  courageous,  just,  urbane  ; 

Courteous,  aye  1  without  a  stain  : 

Yet  I  love  him  not — and  I 
Know  full  well  the  reason  why ! 

When  he  smiles,  delight  is  nigh ; 

Joy  salutes  him,  passing  by ; 

IMeasure  in  his  steps  is  treading, 

And  his  friendship,  *tis  an  lldcn : 

Yet  1  love  him  not — for  I 

Heard  him  call  me  false — that's  why  ! 


iiAday  gedeon. 

nOHN  1713— DIED  1792. 


HliiU  n»z»at  u’  jjlrin,  Magyar !  'u  6czzc(l  iiz  cgc, 
Szclicnict  nraaldoii  i  lladay  iiyrtgoszlk  ott, 
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WATER,  WIND,  REPUTATION.*’ 

M«^g  gyerinckl^tcmbcii  lialll«iii  c*  mcrO. 

I  WAS  a  boy  and  tienrd  (his  pretty  story : 

That  Wind  and  Water  play’d  with  Rcpulatioii 
At  hide-and-seek  together. 

The  Water  rushed  adown  the  mountain  passes, 

Rut  was  discovered  after  long  pursuing 
In  the  deep  valleys. 

The  Wind  flew  upwards ; 

Out  it  was  followed  to  the  mouutniii  summiis, 

And  soon  entrapp’d  there. 

Then  Reputation  was  to  be  imprison’d, 

And  Reputation  whispered 

In  a  sonorous  voice  to  her  companions : 

“  Know,  if  you  lose  me — know,  if  once  I  liidc  me, 
I’m  lost  for  ever.” 

And  so  it  was — she  hid  her;  all  inquiry 
Was  wasted  in  the  seeking ; 

Nothing  can  renovate  that  perish’d  treasure, 

If  thou  have  lost  it  -  th.ou  hast  lost  all  with  it. 
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CIIDEON  RADAV. 


THE  THREE  IDLERS  OF  KINO  ISIArriH-W 

CORViNUS. 

AN  OM)  TnADITION. 

Hclycs  tiioDiirt«,  ft*  rcHl  c^nk  filldiick  toi  Ik*. 

There  is  an  ancient  saying— Idleness 
Is  the  worId*8  curse :  and  1  have  heard  n  story 
Out  of  old  time,  instructive. 

King  Matthew  once,  half-tipsy,  put  three  fellows  — 
Three  idle  fellows — in  a  house  to  fatten  ; 

And  fate,  or  forethought,  set  the  house  on  fire. 

“  Ah  I  see,  the  house  is  burning  1'*  cried  the  first ; 

“  If  the  King  want  us,”  said  the  second  knave, 

”  Why  he  will  send  and  save  us.”  In  a  rage, 

”  Your  longue  is  very  glib,”  exclaimed  the  third  ; 
And  the  house  went  on  burning,  and  they  |>rrish’il. 

0  there  ore  many  idle  dogs  like  these — 

Many  who  opci'.  wide  their  lazy  mouths, 

And  think  that  roasted  ortolans  will  enter. 
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LOIIENZO  onCZY, 


THE  DU0AC7.IAN*  C'SAllDA.f 

■  0)k<^  *i  gutyrn  ii<fp  clubbja  ros*i 

Now,  C$ikos,X  Guhjast%  now— come  liilhcr— liiilicr, 

And  ^kc  your  way  through  (ly-iwarms  numbcrleis, 

And  armies  of  loud  croaking  frogs,  and  legions 
Of  insects  which  torment  the  herdr ||— come  hither. 

Forth  from  the  robbers*  hest,  and  tell  me  who 
Placed  thee  in  that  wild  waste.  Not  what  thou  sccmc^t 
Art  thou.  The  badges  of  mine  hosl^  thou  bcarest 
Deceitful,  for  thou  hwl  no  welcome.  Four 
Plank  walls,  a  stable  into  ruin  falling, 

A  roof  that's  like  a  wash -trough— fitful  sport 
For  the  wild  winds— and  all  thy  wcalih  is  told. 

Nay  1  there's  a  ditch  hard  by,  in  which  is  hidden 
Thy  dirty,  rcd-chcckcd  helpmate — and  two  blocks, 

•  nagaci,  a  Hungarian  village. 

+  A  sort  of  tiiii  or  public  bouse  found  lu  Hungary  on  Ibr 
wide  ptalui  where  ihc  wild  cattle  arc  scut  to  roam,  'fliisc 
Csardss  are  vUtted  by  the  kcc|)cr8  of  the  herds  of  horses  and 
homed  bi-asts,  which  aic  pastured  on  these  almost  boundless 
steppes. 

X  A  keeper  of  wild  horses. 

I  A  keeper  of  wild  oxen. 

II  Immense  quantities  of  Insects  congregate  about  the  cattle  on 
stlie  Hungarian  plalus. 

%  The  keci'cra  of  the  Csartlas  dress  like  landlords. 
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Hammed  into  earth  and  roUin;^,  where  a  hor-cman 
May  tic  liU  steed  tip.  Then  llie  broken  kettle, 

And  the  cracked  pot,  still  recking  with  the  odors, 

Not  fragrant,  of  the  last  long  l)y>gonc  guests. 

Its  bearer  looks  suspicious,  and  tlie  travellers 
Rather  lie  down  without,  night-frozen,  waiting 
TliC  morning,  or  fly  hurrying  by,  iinptient 
To  reach  tlicir  journey's  end,  tlian  tarry  here. 

Hut  when  the  heaven  is  veil'd  in  threat'ning  darkness, 

And  the  fierce  battle  of  the  clouds  begins. 

And  lightning,  thundering,  burst  the  furious  storms, 

And  the  winds  rage,  and  down  the  torrents  rush, 

And  oil  the  plain  becomes  a  sudden  sea  — 

O,  then  we  ore  less  delicate — O,  then 

We  seek  not  nor 

/  o/Z-rm 6ct,J  J!t:l  A7ccfor,§ — satisfied 

With  something  less  titan  best.  No  (piarn  I  then 

With  John  the  waiter,  who  has  Kfi  the  key 

ndiind  him.  No  I  a  little  room  siifliccs. 

And  we  judijc  not  the  nrchitcct.  The  love 
Of  gorgeous  buildings  is  a  vanity. 

And  it  devours  the  land  —till,  ere  too  late, 

TItcy  and  the  country  totter.  He  who  seeks 
For  peace  and  quiet,  will  condense  his  soul. 

Narrow  bis  circle,  nor  extend  desire. 

These  marble  church-high  walls — these  glas'-clad  plUsrs,;! 

•  Farka«,  tlic  Wolf,  f  Araiijr-Sa%  llic  C«>Mcii  KacK'.  J  V.nil- 
rmber,  the  W.hioiiaii.  f  llct  Elector,  the  KliTtoial  I’linrc.  'riic^e 
•wr  naitie«  •*(  ceh-hralitl  Inns  at  Vienna  ninl 

II  'riiiin'*anU.. 

It 


Ul  LOIlRNieO  onczv. 

Superb  rccwscs,*  tparkiing  cbnndclicn, 

Vnscs  of  Cliina^  and  Oarrara  urns, 

And  the  tarred  woods  of  distant  worlds— do  ye 
'  Give  peace  f ,  Are  ye  the  evidence  of  bliss  ? 

Doth  happiness  dwell  with  ye  f 

Men  of  old 

Hod  belter  wttnetset  of  joy.  Tlieoak, 

The  ash,  and  tlie  wild  pear-tree,  furnished  all 
Their  dwellings,  and  the  lof^y  pine  their  floors. 

Or  ofl  the  solid  earth.  One  chamber  made 
A  home —when  guests,  however  numerous,  came, 

A  blanket  flung  around  them  well  luflic'd. 

No  rich  superfluous  beds— the  roof  was  thatch— 

And  the  walls  hung  with  friendly  arms  around ; 

Not  silk  or  paper  lop'stry — wooden  stools 
Or  benches  round  the  smiling  board,  and  plates 
Of  earthenware  or  tin — but  bliss  was  there. 

And  mirth,  and  song,  and  friendship.  We  |)osj5Css 
The  show^  but  the  reality  is  gone. 

How  many  arc  the  cabinets  where  now 
An  honest  C/nrmof  may  not  tread — shut  out 
lly  slippers,  socks,  and  other  fantasies. 

With  which  a  man  must  garnish,  or  remain 
In  th'  outer  chamber. 

Csarda  /  Unto  me 

*  % 

Tljy  desolate  retreats  arc  dearer  for 

•  rarquvtck. 

t  ITjcsc  arc  tl»c  boot.^  worn  by  the  linrgarinns,  fumiicg  n 
|»Art  of  the  national 
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T1»an  all  llicsc  follies.  Como  I— iiighl  or  tiny— 

Splasirtlf  streaming*  soak'd,  and  even  with  forly  gnesh, 

I  am  os  welcome  as  a  monarch  coming 
To  peace  unbroken :  then  thy  oven  gives 
Bread  finer  than  Keskemeths,*  and  thy  vaults 
How  with  the  richest  of  Korr>sianf  wines. 

O  let  the  pilgrim  rest  in  thy  iwcct  shades ! 

•  A  town  In  the  PtiiUi  dUtrlct,  renowned  for  the  peculiar 
rxfTllcnce  of  lt«  brco^l. 

.  f  Korn«,  the  name  of  many  village*  In  llun^aiy  ami  Transyl¬ 
vania.  It  U  a  farortte  name  In  |MK’tiy.  t  am  not  aware  which 
Korai  I*  imrlleiilarly  dUtlngulsliMl  for  Its  wines.  In 

Traii<«ylv:iiil.i  is  Koiii^lMiiya  In  the  .Mag) nr. 

priur  ahou'  li  fiiMo  a  mo»lcrnl/ctl  vcrnlon  of  Ka^huvy.] 
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THE  WHEN  AND  THE  OWL. 

Say,  why  all  birds  liatc  the  Wren  aod  the  Owl  ?  I  will 
tell  you  the  reason : 

Once,  1)eavcn*B  fcatlier'd  Inhabitants,  aping  the  manners 
of  mortals, 

Swore  they  would  make  them  a  monarch.  So  they  all 
gatl»cr*d  together : 

Great  was  the  noise,  and  unbounded  tlie  strife,  and  loud 
the  confusion. 

Lastly,  tl»cy  all  agreed,  and  every  one  promised  olwlicncc  : 

He  who  tl>c  highest  can  soar  *midst  the  lofty  clouds  of 
heaven. 

He  shall  be  king.  *Twas  said — and  each,  on  pinions  am¬ 
bitious. 

Urged  his  upward  flight — but  the  mightier  influence  of 
riiGcbus 

Depressed  them  down  to  earth.  Some  fluttered  in  midway 
regions-— 

Some  were  exhausted  and  fell — some  rose  aloft  like  an 
arrow. 

And  like  an  arrow  they  sunk.  Passion  and  power  brought 
Weakness- 

Weakness  and  dire  defeat — and  all  earth’s  face  was  co¬ 
vered. 
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And  ail  ihe  lower  skies,  with  llic  wrecks  of  jiridc  and  pre- 
-  sumption* 

Lost  in  tlic  crowd,  tlx!  small  Wren  looked  on  in  destitute 

'^rv;;'Sadn^:_ 

Poor  little  flatterer !  Ijow  should  he  hope  to  soar  over  his 
brethren  ?  '  * 

Who  would  have  thought  that  his  cunning  would  serve  him 
,  in  trial  far  heller — 

Better  than  strength  ?  You  sKall  hear  1k>w  ingenious  his 
dextrous  devices : 

The  Eagle  was  rising  aloft— he  sprung  on  hb  wing,  till  he 
mounted 

High  in  the  clouds — through  the  clouds ;  while  the  little 
Wren,  silently  crouching, 

Rose  with  the  Eagle,  and  saw  the  combatants  vanquished 
.  beneath  them — 

Heard  their  loud  voices  which  cried — All  hail  to  our  So¬ 
vereign  and  Ruler ! 

Pride  is  too  confident  oft,  and  slip{)cry  the  footsteps  of  mo- 

.  '  narchs. 

Perch'd  on  bis  pinions,  the  Wren  soon  stole  all  his  honors 
imperial; 

When  he  could  speed  no  higher,  the  little  Wren  sprung 
from  the  Eagle — 

Sprung,  and  singing,  still  soared,  and  claimed  the  homage 
of  suljects. 

Vain  was  bis  pride,  reproved  was  his  falsehood,  and  sad¬ 
ness  came  witli  it ; 

All  the  assembled  tribes  spurned  the  usurjHri  with  scoflings. 
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Hill  the  Ovvl  go  forth  and  arrest  and  watch  over  tlie  traitor. 

Croat  was  his  eye,  and  bright — so  fating  was  he  for  a 
keeper. 

Wisdom’s  not  always  wise,  nor  prudence  over  prudential. 

^etsliall  the  Wren  be  king — imprisonment  gives  him  the 
sceptre. 

Sleep  o’ertook  the  Owl— the  little  Wren  fluttered  his  pi¬ 
llions, 

Flew  on  the  breezy  wind,  and  escaped  from  the  scene  of 
danger. 

Justice  summons  her  court— dispatches  her  minions  to 
bring  him : 

Lo!  the  Owl  asleep — and  the  Wren— go,  ask  of  the  sun¬ 
beams. 

Itigc  and  reproaches  cover  the  careless  Owl — thenceforward 

Crowds  of  birds  pursue  the  sleeping,  slovenly  guardian  : 

Never  again  by  day  may  he  venture  his  hated  intrusions — 

Never,  till  twilight  darkens,  and  night  comes  clouded  in 
blackness. 

Even  his  voice,  when  heard,  awakens  the  hate  of  the  song¬ 
sters. 

lie,  like  the  crafty  hound,  has  track’d  ilic  footsteps  of 
silence 

Where  the  poor  hare,  thro*  woods,  o’er  groves  and  lonely 
places, 

Flics  to  be  hidden,  in  vain — the  fugitive  soon  is  discovered. 

So  the  Owl’s  wild  scream  brin;;s  cverv  bird  about  him  — 

One  long  torment  is  his,  and  a  |)CTinancnt  persecution. 


.■•'■r  e  : 
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TO  THE  MU^^ES. 

H«vA  ri'g-.Mliok  ?  niclly  ligctck»  *»  jclit. 

WjiEns  do  yc  bear  me  }  Into  what  solitude 
'Midst  groves  and  valleys  ?  Daughters  of  Helicon  ! 
Have  ye  awakened  new  6res  in  my  bosom  ? 

Have  ye  transported  my  spirit  ? 

Here  in  this  quiet  temple  of  loneliness 
Will  I  pour  out  the  songs  of  divinity 
To  the  Hungarian  Minerva,  and  worship 
At  the  immortal  one’s  alutr. 

Ves  !  I  will  rend  all  the  deeds  of  futurity. 
Dark-mantled  groves,  sweet  fountains  of  gentleness, 
Have  yc  not  thoughts  to  overwhelm  me  with  transport. 
And  to  upbear  me  to  heaven  } 

As  yc  liavc  borne  the  bright  virgins  of  victory, 

Whom  with  a  passionate  longing  for  blessedness 
Fain  1  would  follow  ;  and  breathing  of  glory. 
Heavenly  sisters!  1  hail  ye. 
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STILIA*i:>S. 

V'ojI  'J’i 'ir/iuiiaL 

'I’o  tlic  uncivilizttl  Tliracinn  llic  \viiic-<t>|» 

Scctiis  to  dfup  |Kn5on ;  he  furiously  seizes 
TIic  labrc,  and  wicjds  it  in  passion, 

And  scatters  around  liini  the  dcatli- wounds 

Vc  who  were  nursed  at  tl>c  breast  of  afl'ctlion, 

Nursed  with  the  sweet  milk  of  gentltucis, — vvlK-rcfuiL 
Tills  struggle — this  raging  of  fury  } 

Do  still—ccasc  the  storm  of  ihe  Laulc  ! 

Harper !  awake  thy  iwfi  imislc — the  music 
Which  cliarmi  thine  own  maiden — sing  joyous ;  the  moon 
light 

That  smiles  on  our  cup  so  benignly, 

Will  sojn  be  o’ersliadowcd  in  darkness. 

High  in  the  heaven  doUi  the  traveller  linger, 

Hulling  her  cliariot  in  brightness  and  glory  : 

Doth  she  not  feel  that  tlic  mantle 
Of  twilight  cnvclu|K-8  the  inoiniug  ? 


KIlM-DIfT  MllAC. 
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oil  r.u  lly  OirMiiiiii  J  iijujfai.i.k. 


()  PASSiNc  sweet  it  were  to  me 
A  flowery  wreath  to  olVer  thee  ; 

Jlut  all !  the  north  wind’s  stormy  blast 
Has  made  my  garden  all  a  wn^te, 

And  every  (lower  that  rear'd  its  head 
Is  swept  away — has  perished. 

The  storm  has  swept  the  flowers  away, 
'I'lu*  ihorns  and  nettles  lingering  stay  ; 
Hut  saddest  fate  of  all—too  well 
I  loved  the  rose,  an<l  lo !  it  fell. 

One  thought  of  |>cacc  is  left— that  spring 
.Some  other  flowers  of  hope  will  bring, 
And  fate  the  perish’d  goo<l  repair, 

Hy  dreams  as  fleeting,  but  as  fair. 
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AI'IIOIIA. 

Mill)'  MCicd  van,  mc'iinjri  iMriuatok*. 

SwKKT  is  thy  name,  Aurora— lliou  heavenly 
l)jy-giver — sweeier  thy  deeds  titan  thy  nante. 
Stniliiig,  tliou  loosest  frODi  t!»y  chariot  of  gold. 

And  the  darkness  of  night  rollclh  gently  away. 

Light  beams  and  glors  in  thy  glanee — tlwu  awakest 
Life  and  orousest  bright  joy — at  thy  gifts 
Innocent  birdlcls  sing  praises  and  bless  iltoe, 
Chanting  tlieir  matin  of  ex(|uisiic  tones. 

Then  do  tltey  fear  the  fterce  vulture  no  longer — 
I'ear  not  the  talons  of  evil — nor  dread 
Sc  reech  of  the  owl,  in  the  sunny  ray  blinking — 
Silent  his  voice  and  inactive  his  eye. 

Hcautiful  change  hath  enamour’d  creation  : 

'Tis  the  Creator— for  He  and  His  laws 
Iti  ign  ever-during  ;  nil  things  arc  shifting — 

All,  but  the  godlike  machine  of  the  world. 


ANYOS  ISTVAN  PAI 

UOIIN*  X'Jji' — IHKI) 


n.ml  itf  tlic*  clji'ItT,  lir  ! 
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I-LHGfAC  STANZAS, 
fill  koj)or»^*  ajtaj'inal  ull  liU'  >zcfCt6J  ! 

Tiiv  faithful  lover  stands  beside  ihy  melancholy  tomb  ! 

The  tomb  which  shrouds  thee  from  mine  eyes  in  its  unhal¬ 
lowed  gloom. 

Awake !  arise ! — iny  oj)en  anas  would  tear  thee  from  thy 
pnll — 

Mingle  thy  heart  with  mine!  0  hear  my  anguish-moving 
call ! 

The  fates — the  frightful  fates — which  closed  the  grave  upon 
thee  there, 

Dissolved  my  heart,  my  hope,  in  mists  which  melted  in 
the  air. 

Death  !  why  wert  thou  so  cruel  ?  Why,  with  faithfuliKss 
like  ours, 

Why  di(Kt  thou  blast  mirth’s  oj)ening  bud,  that  soon  would 
bloom  in  Mowers  ? 

Why  trample  on  those  morning  gcnnwliicli  in  such  meek¬ 
ness  grew, 

And  just  in  morning’s  twilight  smilc<l,  and  drank  love’s 
early  dew  ? 

W  as  it  a  triumph  fit  for  thee  a  lowly  stem  to  crusl: — 

To  break  a  feeble  twig  — to  mow  a  bruised  and  broken 
rush  ? 

I  speak — she  bears  not — no  reply — no  echo  can  inirui'c, 

No  sorind  nny  vibrate  from  the  grave,  or  break  its  -olitiuh*. 
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Once,  even  a  \vhi<;pcr  touch’d  her  soul — wnfj  nni'^ic  in  her 
ears ; 

Now  is  she  senseless  to  my  cries,  and  heedless  of  my  tears  : 

A  tear — which  once  could  melt  her  heart  and  agitate  her 
thought, 

Wliatc’er  I  felt  she  felt— to  each  a  common  doom  was 
brought ; 

Hut  death  has  cut  the  holy  band — and  now  her  heavenly 
eye 

Shall  ne’er  be  wet  with  selfish  tears,  nor  tears  of  sympathy. 

Sleep,  sleep, sweet  spirit !  sleep  in  peace — I  will  not  mourn 
—I  feel. 

Though  thou  art  silent,  yet  I  dwell  within  thy  bosom  still. 

Hut  I,  while  still  I  toil  along  through  life’s  devoted  roail, 

.^lust  bear  in  hopelessness  and  grief  my  overwhelming  load. 


rAur  STKPHi'N  anvo>. 
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TO  Tin:  MOON. 

SzoimoiYi  r>*)ll.ig/Al !  lurlly 

Tiiou  gloomy  star  !  wlioso  mrlanclioly 
riny  wiili  the  gentle  Blronmlct  sofily  nmrmming, 
Thou  host  awaked  thee  with  the  \vretthcd  motiincrM, 
And  their  hearts  vibrate  yet  with  heavy  sorrow. 

Thou  hear’st  their  sighings  in  the  evening  darknes*;, 
While  all  the  earth,  in  silence  shrouded,  slunrhers. 
1'hcrc  is  no  slunibcr  in  the  house  of  mourning  ; 
.Slumber  takes  (light  to  the  .abides  of  gladness. 

In  the  dull  churchyard,  lo  !  a  cross  is  standing, 

And  the  light  breezes  shake  the  dark-lcavc<l  cypres ^ 
As  it  o'ershadows  many  a  mouldering  inorlal — 
Mortals  who  Irore,  ns  I  now  l>car,  life’s  bunion. 

I’rom  the  deej)  tomb  I  see  a  spirit  rising  — 

Hising  from  death’s  uj)yiclding  dormitory  : 

Is  it  not  one  of  that  distressful  iiunrbcr 
Horne  down  like  mo  by  heavy,  heartfelt  trouble.^ 
Came  it  not  tow’rds  me  ?  Why  should  I  avohl  it  ? 
C.'omfort  is  more  iit  that  night-walking  spirit 
I'han  in  the  vain  illusions  of  the  living, 

Who  have  betray’d  me  with  their  treacherous  favors  ! 
Spirit !  come.  Ah  !  'tis  lied  !  — how  soon  doparnd  ! 
Soon  as  it  glanced  my  fallirg  tcnirs,  it  vanish’d. 
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I  s  there,  of  earth  or  licaven,  no  one  to  hear  me — 

No  one  to  sootl)  tijis  bitterness  of  anguish  ? 

Strike,  llioii  l)lest  liour !  whoso  smninoning  voice  sl)all  call 
me 

Out  of  my  sorren^'s  into  my  seclusion  ; 

Free  my  torn  heart  from  this  tormented  bosom, 

And  let  the  earth  receive  its  earth  and  asiics : 

Then,  when  I  speak,  some  friendly  hand  may  garland 
O'er  the  tall  cross  some  melancholy  llowrets — 

I'ricnddiip’s  mementoes—truth's  sweets  breathing  p’cdges— 
I)roj)[)ing  a  tear  upon  my  clayey  ruins. 


i 
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TiiK  siii*riii:ui)  ANJ)  TJii: 


IIoi.v,  pcacc-givitig  Blillncsst  my  spirit’s  rtlrcal !  ami  tho 
witness 

Criel’ tliooscs  to  hear  her  appeals  and  her  hanging  (Ksircs; 
I  ( arve  on  the  Ircc-hai  k  llic  name  of  the  only  l^i  lovc'l 
Tjhllis — it  grows — ’lis  an  cinhlcm  and  plc<lgc  of  my  love. 


I  ) 
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Tin:  riKKis. 

H/ikkkki:, 

Hrckckc,  hn  kckc ! 

Koax,  too-oo  t 

nrckcko,  koax — brckrkc,  foo-oo  ! 

Drckckc,  brckckc,  brckekc, 

Uickcko,  lirekckc,  bn  kckc,  brckekc ; 

Koax,  koax — loo-oo,  loo-oo ; 
brckekc,  too-oo ! 

IJrekckc,  l)rckckc  ! 

Tis  ilic  dawn  of  doligbt  to  the  sons  of  ibc  |>ond  ; 

I’roin  its  green  bed  they  look  to  llic*  bright  iiroon  U'yond. 

Urckeke,  brckekc, 

Koax,  too-oo; 

Koax,  koax — too-oo,  loo-oo! 

Tbo  ibundorer  made  ns  ibe  favoritcfi  of  Heaven  ; 

’Ncaib  tlje  green-vaulted  wave  bow  we  ibrivc  and  have 
thriven  ! 

All  honor  and  praise  to  bis  wisdom  be  given. 

Hrekeko,  brckekc,  brekeko ; 

Koax,  koax — too-oo,  too-oo  ! 

In  ages  dcparlcil, 

Our  borne  was  the  sky  ; 

Hut  hot  riurbus  darted 
Jlis  rays  fnnn  on  bigli ; 
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And  llicn  \vc  dosccndal, 

Ami  so  Nvc  are  hero, 

No  helper  attended, 

No  Itclping  was  near ; 

'I'he  heads  of  our  naliou 
I.ookM  up  from  the  wave, 

And  tallctl  for  salvation 
On  him  wl>o  could  save. 

He  turned  away  frowning. 

And  Nemesis  ciicd, 

“  Jove  !  doom  tlicm  to  drowning!” 
He  laugh’d  at  our  pride, 

Nor  thought  of  the  danger 
Of  waking  our  power. 

At  last  his  hot  attger 
I’assed  quietly  o’er ; 

An  opocli  of  blessings 
.Soon  dawn’tl  on  our  race  ; 

And  Juno’s  earcssinps, 

More  sweet  than  before, 
O’ershadow’d  with  glory  this  heautifiil  place. 
Jlrekeke,  hrekeke,  brekeke; 

Koax,  koax — too-oo,  too-oo  ! 

Our  temple  is  bright  as 
The  temple  above  ; 

Its  arches  ns  light  as 
Heaven’s  arches  of  love. 


Ol  IJIANCIS  KAZINCZI. 

Oiir  water’s  of  (T)SJal, 

Where  sliclter'd  we  dwell ; 

And  the  arrows  have  nn^s’d  ull 
I’rotn  rha;bus  that  fell. 

Poseidon,  the  brother 
Of  Jove,  is  onr  sire, 

Our  guardian — no  other 
We  own  nor  desire ; 

ICnch  Nereid  and  Triton 
Jlclongs  to  our  band. 

When  Sirius  shines  bright  on 
The  ocean  and  land, 

The  Cods  spread  their  curtain 
Their  favorites  to  shield ; 

All  danger  averting 
On  fountain  and  field. 

So  thanks,  cordial  thanks,  to  tlic  ihundercr  of  heaven, 

Who  pour’d  out  the  waves  where  we  llirive  and  ha\c 
thriven ; 

All  honor  and  jirnisc  to  his  wis<lon)  l>o  given. 

Brekeke,  hrekeke,  brekeke ; 

Koax,  koax — too-oo,  too-oo  ! 

Be  still,  all  ye  dwellers 
I'lie  waters  among : 
llaik!  hark!  ihccxctllers 
In  inu.sit  and  tong — 

We,  taught  hy  Apollu, 
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IJo  silent,  and  licar, 

'J'hou  Anadiomcnc ; 

Pence,  and  give  car, 

Whales — sturgeons  shall  follow. 

The  frogs  care  not  how  many 
Listeners  Dp|)car, 

If  rilcncc  rcsjMictful  be  here  ; 
l  or  we  in  the  waters, 

Of  all  their  vast  throng. 

Arc  melody’s  daughters, 

And  heirs  of  sweet  song, 
llrckcke,  brekeke,  brekeke, 

Urokeke,  brekeke,  brekeke,  !)rckckc ; 

Konx,  koax — loo-oo,  too-oo; 

Koax,  too-oo ! 

When  tuning  our  vesper. 

As  twilight  npj)cnrs, 

TI)C  flwcet-smiling  Ilerper 
Oft  lingers  and  hears; 

And  (Cynthia,  she  tarries 
'J'o  list  and  admire, 

While  every  fair  star  is 
All  jealous  desire ; 

And  often  we  hear  them  exclaiming,  How  blest. 
In  these  traiujuil  green  waters  to  revel  and  rest ! 
Tile  reverend  Tellus, 

.She  wonders — what  jiower 
To  such  songs  can  iin[)cl  us  ; 
f)n  ns  doth  sh(.  shower 
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J!cr  brigljlncs3  and  glory, 

The  valleys  around ; 

Tlic  mountains,  though  hoary, 
Grow  young  at  the  sound. 
Ilrckcko,  brekeke,  brekeke,  brekeke ; 
'J'oo-oo — koax,  koax — too-oo,  too-cK> ! 


There  is  in  the  forest 
A  colorless  bird. 

Whose  song  is  the  iKXjrc.'jt 
And  saddest  e’er  heard — 

Deep,  deep  in  tl>e  lnishc*s 
The  (  lealure  is  hidden, 

\\  hence  ofi  his  noise  gushes — 

0,  why  not  forbidden  ! 

11  is  voice  thrilling  o’er  us 
(.’onfuscs  our  chorus. 

Tlic  Gods,  interfering. 

Have  punish’d  the  fool, 

And  given  hiin  a  hearing 
( )f  melody’s  school ; 

He  Hies  with  his  riot. 

He  hurries  away, 

Leaves  heaven  to  iu  quiet, 

And  earth  to  be  gay. 

V(.s!  gay  with  our  mtwic  till  winter,  and  then 
We  bury  our  voice  in  sad  silence  again. 

Till  the  spring  breaks  anew  on  the  frc-shne«4>of  yonih. 
And  we  walk  in  the  spirit  of  music  and  truth. 

To  pour  forth  our  anthems  o’er  forest  and  plain. 
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Hrckcke,  brckeko,  brt  kekc ! 

'Mil*  tliuiMlcrer  made  us  llic  favorilcs  of  Iicavcu, 

In  ihe  yrci'n  slinllow  waters  wc  thrive  and  have  thriven, 
All  honor  and  praise  to  his  wisdom  he  given. 

IJrckckc,  brekeke, 

Koax,  koax! — Too-oo,  too-oo! 


I'JIANCIS  KAZI.VrZI. 
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AiiilOii  nz  liajitn)  civet  I  aliiiun.it. 


’Tis  morning  nnd  I  wake — the  earliest  vision 
'riinl  Ijcanis  upon  me  is  thy  face  divine ; 

And  tlicn  my  6))irit  floats  in  light  clysian, 

An<l  bliss  springs  youthful  from  those  smiles  of  thine. 

’Tis  hIic — ’tis  shcr*  1  cry, — swift  How  iny  veins, 

I  kiss  the  nir,  as  if  licr  breath  had  blcssM  it — 

1  bow  to  earth,  ns  if  her  feet  Imd  press’d  it — 

Vc«!  she  was  here,  nnd  still  her  influence  rcigtis. 

I  air  Ucprcpcntalivc!  the  sweet  infection 
Of  power  is  with  thee — gentle,  but  supreme ; 
Illcmling  such  dreams  of  hope  nnd  recollection — 

Ami  gihling  with  new  glory  every  dream : 
l.ook! — for  the  sun  is  np,  nnd  on  thy  face 
Throws  all  its  lustre,  light,  nnd  heavenly  grate. 
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rAiuj::~Tiii:  and  Tiir.  squiiikli,. 

A‘  tunyu  1)017.  «/ci»nyos  j’liilirhon  lu'/to  f/oki'-icil. 

A  DiiiTY  l)a(lgrr,  from  \m  noisome  (IwcHini;, 

Observ’d  from  branch  to  brnneb  a  flcjiiirrcl  pprinj^in^  : 
•'rwai  near  llio  badger’s  den  wlicre  rlwch  iltc  s(|nirrel, 
On  an  old  tree,  to  Van  once  consecrated. 

“  llo!  Cousin,  Ho!”  bo  cried  the  dirty  badger, 

”  Hast  tbou  forgotten,  say,  that  llrou  by  nature 
Art  classed  among  the  quadrupeds  }  ’Tis  folly 
And  an  unseemly  vanity  that  make  tbcc 
Asbainrd  of  earth — and  Becking  habitation 
Among  the  fowls  of  heaven.  Descentl,  companion  ; 
Come  dwell  among  thy  kindred,  aird  aban(k)n 
'I  by  towering  frisking'^.  (Jousin  bear  leaps  ofiin, 

I  too,  sometimeB— but  then  it  is  with  discretion.” 

'I  be  little  creature  listened  to  the  counsel, 

And  answer  lmI  meekly — ”  I  am  but  a  B<pjiricl, 

And  iboii— a  badgr  i,” 


no 
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WllKHK  I  lie  flrcamli’t 
•Spi  itigs  from  tlie  niouiilain, 
l.niigliiiig  nncl  dancing 
Catnc  Q  sweel  tnni<icti 
Ucaring  n  violet, 

A7.nrc  nnd  oilorons ; 

•Smiling  site  dropl  it 
Into  my  Iwsorn; 

And  on  n»y  forehead, 

I*lantc<l  warm  kisses 
Many  nnd  glowing— 

Hrenthe  thro*  thy  harp-stringv,*’ 
Tims  said  the  mai»lcn  ; 

“  Ilrcnthc  out  the  spirit 
I  have  nwnkencsl” — 

Swiftly  she  vanished. 

Then  came  n  dovclet, 

I'lull’ring,  complaining, 

And  n  green  cra<llo 
Made  of  young  branches, 

Touching  my  lips 
\Vith  sweet  liewy  honey. 
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As  I  grow  oilier, 

Ilonulifiil  visions 
Ci|;inc'(|  lino’  the  ri)li;»gf! 
or  iho  olil  oak  lices  ; 

Near  iho  clear  slrcamlei 
llising  irriguons, 

\  isioiH  of  bcanly 
Wliich  my  song  channletl. 
'I’lien  <li(l  my  connliy 
Aiul  Ijer  hriglil  children 
Waken  ils  music — 

Then  did  love's  |»a>siot» 

'I  hi  ill  ihfo*  the  harp-string-i, 
And  ihe.  bright  cye-bulU 
Of  that  divine  one, 

N\  ho  in  the  d.n  knesi 
( )f  the  gnvn  garden, 
lle.un'd — and  lied  Kinilin.j. 
Wicked  one  !  d  uiiiiL' 

Into  my  hoHom—* 

And  then  ik’pnrting. 
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S/itkJ/  l*{itglAllllll.l,  <il  llt'ill  lllillt  11)11  llU'll)  C/rllA  lUt  is  «)|. 


Ti.v,  I'pigmm,  Hy,  but  not  like  a  Iwrb  flint  wouncia  ns  ii 
hurries ; 

riy  like  n  kiss,  wliich  llie  loving  one  iroinhlingly  steals  ; 

I.o!  ’tis  jual  heard  and  retain’d — frt)n»  the  lire  of  the 
odorous  maiden 

I'lamcs  have  been  waketl  on  my  lips,  and  a  heal  has  |mjs- 
$ess’d  nil  my  heart. 
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soNNirr. 

My  liulo  bark  of  life  is  goiUly  speeding 
Adown  the  stronin  'midst  rocks,  nnd  sands,  nnd  eddies, 
And  gnllicring  storms,  nnd  dnrk'ning  clouds — unhcoling, 
Its  jjuict  course  thro’  waves  nnd  winds  it  steadies. 

My  love  is  with  me — nnd  my  hahw— -whose  kisses 
Sweep  sorrow’s  trace  from  olT  my  brow  ns  f.»>t 
As  g;Uhcring  there— nnd  hung  upon  the  mast 
Arc  harp  nnd  myrtle  ilowers,  that  shed  their  bliyscs 
On  the  sweet  nir.  Is  darkness  on  my  path  ? 

Then  l)oams  bright  radianc'o  from  a  star  that  hath 
Its  temple  in  the  heaven.  As  (inn  ns  youth 
I  urge  iny  onward  way—* there  is  no  fear 
I’or  honcrtl  spirits. — ICven  llte  fates  leverc 
And  recompenNe  —  hive,  minstrel-*)’,  ami  Irnih. 
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SONNKT. 

() !  I  have  passed  a  day  of  ecsiacy  ! 

Loading  two  lovely  sisters  forth  among 
The  flowers,  the  meadows,  and  the  forest  song. 

To  the  still  stream  where  murmuring  |)Oplars  be — 
There  did  we  sit  l>cnealh  th’  o’ershadowing  tree. 
Watching  the  waters  as  they  roll’d  along. 

She  sang — O  joy  !  what  smiles — what  Mashes  thron 
U()on  those  cheeks — and  what  delight  for  me! 

What  witcliery  in  those  8ilvcr»s^)unding  notes ! 

How  all  enchanting  that  sofl  music  floats  ! 

'J'hc  air  is  thrilling  with  its  sounds  divine  : 

Ihit  swieier,  sweeter  far— wlten  on  my  car 
ICnmptiirM — ottc  blest  Itnittliing  fell—**  My  dear — 
My  dcni  —deliglitcd  listener !  I  am  thine," 
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A'M  I‘  1‘)  Ii<  <r  IM  kl'IU,  'I’.lH'i,  oil  .l(M  !  ’■*  \mI'I  it  I  lt<’. 

*‘  CilVF.  inc  lliy  I’sytito,  youn;^  ICroi!  ivml  my  Itilr 

will  i  give  tlice~ 

l)oul)Icd  lliy  innucncc,  Miglity  One!  dotililed  tliy  tinti- 
sporlH  sliall  Ijc.” 

I,  for  tliy  Into,  give  iny  rsytlio,  A|x>I1ij?  My  lulo  is  mine 
arrow  ; 

.Said— and  Hliaight  licavcn-\var«l  lltc  magical  arrow  iiji 
llcw ; 

i'ull  on  liexaincters  rush’d  the  arrow’s  loml  whi/v.ing  as¬ 
cension, 

Aial  as  it  whispering  h.ll  a  peiit.nnclcr  woke. 


r 


FH/ NCI-i  KA/^INCZf. 


TO  MINNI. 


'Kjjfcm  ('rtcW  ’<<  tc  a^crcuO. 

’TwA8  for  tljcc  I  burnc<l — Jliou  burncdst 
•Still  I  burni  but  thou  nrt  frozen ; 

Thou  dost  bide  tlty  thoughts— returnee! st 
Not  t)ic  love  which  tliou  hadst  cIk/scti. 

Still  thy  hc-art,  to  thee  appealing, 

'Jells  tlicc  of  thy  faithless  deeds  ; 

Mine,  all  shades  of  misery  feeling. 

Only  dreams,  and  weeps,  and  bleeds. 

All  dispersed,  and  all  dcpartc<l. 

Are  those  visions  once  so  drear ; 

W’oundcd,  bleeding,  brohcn-hcarlcd, 

No  reproaches  shall  thou  hear. 

May  thy  bliss  desert  thee  never — 

Never  let  my  gloom  Ix)  thine ; 

I,  with  proud  emotion  ever, 

Think  that  Minnl’s  heart  ua{  mine. 


rnANClS  KA/INC:7J. 


<^7 


TO  iMv  .;ov.(iivi:u. 

Millick  kiVz.iit  nincA  kU  a*  fi  ix'. 

Of  the  earth’s  many  millions,  none  like  me 
Hath  tl  »e  hlintl  Ate  markc<l  for  sorrow — none  ; 
Each,  each  his  8l»are  of  gloom  ami  grief  may  see, 
Yet  have  their  guardian  angels  every  one. 

I  have  no  guardian  angel— left  alone 
Hy  heaven  and  by  the  world  ;  and  misery 
E'en  in  my  bone-pith — helpless,  woe-begone  ; 
No  balsam — nought  Imt  tears,  shed  ceaselessly. 

E’en  Eros  multiplies  my  sad  alarms : 

“  Let  Ate’s  anger  sooth  his  joys,”  he  said  ; 

And  Sophie  slumbered  sweetly  in  my  arms  ; 

Now  is  a  light  upon  my  darkness  shed  ; 

And  I,  by  hive’s  strong  intliicnec  shielJtd  o’er, 
Hear  Ate’s  savage  ihrcatcnini/s  no  more. 

Q  * 
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FHANCIS  KAZINCZI. 


HKPAUATION. 

Kveh  absent,  ever  near ; 

•Still  I  see  lliec,  still  1  licnr ; 
Yet  I  ennnot  rencli  tlicc,  dear 


FIIANCIS  KA'/INCZt. 


CHriD  ON  A  LION. 

How  tlio.  fierce  benst  ibc  gentle  cliiM  obeys, 
And  love’s  mild  power  ibc  wildest  spirit  sway^ 
Lo  !  bow  ibo  baby  lifls  bis  kingly  band, 

Doth  earth  and  heaven  submit  to  hi.s  command 
And  I,  sweet  Nice  I  since  I  wore  thy  chain, 
Seek  lo  rebel  against  his  rule,  in  vain. 


DAYKA  GABOR. 

HORN  — DIED  179c. 


Hiiiic  tnntiun  ih)|)ii)o  iiiointrnnint  fdl 


CAUIUhJL  DAYKA. 
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TUI-:  FAITHFUL  MAIDEN. 


Az  CM  Mzciclinci  cmiick. 


I  HAVE  made  a  pari  of  mine, 
All  my  loved  one’s  Ixiing  ; 
Trifling  wlicn  lie  Iriflcs, 
Smiling  when  he  smiles, 
Mourning  when  he  mourns, 
And  joyous  wlien  he  joys ; 
Dut  when  he,  forgcUing  me. 
Frequent  kiss  to  Fhillis  gives, 
0,  1  weep,  1  weep, 


o 


CABniEL  PAYK.\. 


SEOREl’  SORROW. 

Honir«iyoii  bAnat  duija  Iclbcnict. 

Mv  soul  is  troubled  with  ao  ancient  sorrow, 

Which  grows  again  anew ;  and  gloomy  themes, 
Gathering  afresh,  o’erslwdow  me  with  dreams 
Of  a  mysterious  darkness  on  the  morrow. 

1  fain  would  weep,  and  yet  can  find  no  tears — 

Nought  but  the  broken  sigh  and  stifled  groan : 

These  are  the  tenants  of  my  heart  alone. 

And  their  deep  underminings  steal  my  years. 

O  tliat  the  tears,  joy’s  freshening  tears,  would  fall ! 

They  come  not  to  the  weak  and  wounded  breast ; 

They  rush  both  for  and  from  the  fount  of  rest. 

If  thou  art  not  than  marble  harder  all. 

Know  that  the  silent  pang,  the  grief  that  8{)caks  not, 

Is  of  all  woes  the  deadliest — and  to  bear 

Ihc  heart  that  throbs  and  burns,  while  yet  it  breaks  not, 

Is  worse  than  death — for  death  a  blessing  were. 


KIS  JANOS 

noRN  1770. 


Oh  r«'g  mlir,  rcg,  hogy  {?  Sac|*ck  S/r) 
Nyuiiiozoiu,  inert  Istciiscg  *ki’/c 
I.clkciiibc  inctizcttc  «  s/ciit  ktj'ct 
Ihtgy  Iclckk^'  iicvczc. 
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JOHN  KIS. 


IIVMN  TO  WISDOM. 


Szjvciunck  Icgfcl«<;gC8l  biilv&nya. 

Goddess  of  iby  votary’s  heart! 

Wisdom  !  tell  me  where  thou  art! 

Holy  virgin!  in  the  throng 
Of  mighty  worlds  I  seek  thy  throne— 

1  seek  thee,  and  have  sought  tliec  long— 

Of  loveliest  ones,  the  loveliest  one ! 

The  right  hand  of  the  Deity 
Graved  in  my  heart  thine  image  bright. 

And  the  reflected  ray  from  thee 
Makes  nature’s  darkness  melt  in  light. 

Blest  daughter  of  the  skies,  who  sheddest 
Undying  beams,  and  smiling  spreadest 
Th’  eternal  green  and  gifts  of  spring — 

Thou,  who  o’er  heaven’s  crystal  gates  dost  flijig 
A  light  of  purest,  fairest  glistening, 

And  Blandest  at  the  |>ortal  listening 
To  songs  which  angel  voices  sing. 


JOHN  KIS. 
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Sister  of  licavcnly  sisters !  Truil» 

(Joes  with  thee,  nnd  untainted  youtli. 
'J’hoii  on  the  flowery  mounds  dost  sport 
With  Innocence,  wltile  thy  fair  check 
The  roses  of  contentment  streak, 

And  glorious  palms  thy  hands  support. 
Thy  thoughts,  tliy  feelings  and  desire. 

The  harmonious  choirs  of  heaven  inspire ; 
Thou  passion’s  furies  know’st  to  bridle, 
Things  as  they  ore  thy  bright  eyes  see ; 
Thou  wilt  not  bow  thee  to  the  idol. 
However  bright  the  diamond  be, 

Fixed  on  his  brow  of  mystery. 

The  golden  chains  of  order  !x)und 
The  everlasting  spheres  around 
Thou  mcasurest,  as  those  spheres  advance 
Like  bright-eyed  virgins  in  the  dance 
Of  beauty;  nnd  no  jwisoned  spear 
Wielded  by  demon  hand  is  there 
To  wound  the  heart,  the  bliss  to  steal, 
Which  all  creation's  tenants  feel. 

Th’  All-former’s  hidden  works  arc  known 
To  thee — his  everlasting  will — 

Thou  seesl  all  upward  mounting,  still — 
.Still  higher  mounting,  to  the  throne. 
Whore  Go^xl,  pure  Good,  resides  alone  ; 


JOHN  KIS. 


Thou  ficcst  ihc  fires  of  discipline, 

Improve,  sublime,  correcl,  refine — 

Till  as  the  mists  dissolve  away, 

In  the  difTusing  smiles  of  day, 

Man  glides  from  mortal  to  divine. 

Dweller  in  heaven,  from  heav’n  upsprun 
All — all  has  heavenly  looks  for  thee ; 

Thou  hcarest  songs  in  every  tongue. 

In  every  motion  melody; 

Thou  bathest  in  eternal  streams 
Of  endless  hope  and  joy,  and  findcst 
Repose  and  light  in  all  heaven’s  schemes, 
Which  Bcem  the  strangest  and  the  blindest. 

Thou  hallowed  goddess  of  my  heart, 

Tell  me,  O  tell  me  where  thou  art ! 

Where  thine  eternal  home?  and  say. 

May  not  my  spirit  wend  its  way 

(I'or  passionate  longing  might  find  pinion> 

'fo  reach  even  thy  sublime  dominions) 

To  thine  abode  Can  nought  but  spirit 
Thy  presence  seek,  thy  friendship  merit  ? 
Why  struggling  after  thee,  O  why, 

Sink  we  in  deep  obscurity  ? 

Yet  when  at  morning-dawn  I  bring 
A  matin-incense  to  tbinc  altar — 

When,  tbo’  I  scarcely  bieailie,  but  falter, 
And  at  the  evening  twilight  fling 


JOHN  KIS. 
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My  heart  before  thee, — on  llic  wing 
Of  the  calm  breeze,  mclhinks  I  hear 
Tliy  voice — 0  tell  me,  art  thou  there  ? 
Methinks,  when  at  the  midnight  hour, 
In  solemn  silence  Aultcring  by, 

The  whis[>cr  that  some  viewless  |)owcr 
rasacfl,  in  angel-chariot,  nigh  ; 
Metliinks  that  whisper  needs  must  be 
Some  herald’s  voice  announcing  thee, 


(  78  ) 


KISFALUDY  SAN  DOR. 

nous*  1772. 

Kgpy  I«tc»iiicrt,  cggy  \{x/.fiCti 
'Kgctt  liajdaii,  durvi\ii  liW,~ 

I*gb7  M'Rkficrt,  iiyo»/ol>jri«;rt — 

/V  (OrzhOkOs  Magyar  *z1v  ; 

I)i^  HC  litCII;  itc  lla/^Mio/. 

Sok  Klgya!6ltt  Magyar  sziv, 

5)0  fizavalioz  *c  IVirJAIioz 
Sc  inagMio/  niou  itoiii  litv  ! 

Kggy  Ihiciichj,  cggy  a’  liazrnii 
Erzl  szlvcrn,  vallya  a*  »*zAni ; 

’.S  oggy  »zcrclmc  Bzhcinnck 
Mint  6/lvc  cggy  kcblctnnck. 

Mil.  Pii. 


ALEXANDER  KlSFALUm'. 
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I.  DAL  7. 

Mint  ft'  jzftrvft^,  kit  mcgvrc. 

As  the  flufi'ering  hart  confoundci! 

Dy  the  lance  that  tears  his  veins  ; 
Idles — in  vain — for  ho  is  wounden), 
Vainly  flics  to  woods  or  plains  : 
Since  llty  piercing  eye  look’d  thro’  me, 
So  I  flee — and  vainly  flee ; 

Still  thy  magic  barl)3  pursue  me — 

I  am  wounded,  maid  !  hy  thee. 

And  the  wounti  hut  Rooms  the  Mrongcr, 
As  my  flight  is  further — longer — 
Smitten  heart !  alas  !  tljy  pain 
Socks  relief  or  rest  in  vain. 
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ALEXANDER  KISFALUDV. 


I.  DAL. 


lioMof?  v.-^ey  to,  c;lfrA  inad.ni  t 


Thee  I  envied,  joyous  bird  ! 

Singing  love-songs  in  ibe  dell 
To  tby  mate :  each  note  1  heard 
SeemM  with  joy  and  truth  to  swell. 
1  have  also  songs,  which  sweclly 
Tell  the  tale  of  love — yet  fall 
Unobserved,  however  meetly 
Answering  beauty's  fancied  call. 
Happy  bird!  that  singst  love’s  joy— ' 
I,  its  sorrows,  its  annoy— 

Would  I  had  th*  alternative, 

1  or  thy  song  my  soul*  to  give  ! 


ALKXANDEU  KISFAI.UDV. 


SI 


1.  DAL.  i-’r,. 


'IVriiu'szciiifk 


'J'liou  sijblimcst  lifc-crcator, 

Who  didst  breath  and  being  give, 
Thou,  all  worlds’  regenerator, 

In  and  by  whose  life  we  live : 
lloarl-controllcr — thou  hast  chosen 
Thus  its  boiling  streams  to  move  ; 
llciter  were  it  thill'd  aiul  frozen, 
'J’han  tormented  thus  hv  love. 

() !  condemn  me  not,  my  f.iiher ! 

If  I  cir— but  pity  ratl>or — 

As  she  stole  my  reason —  she, 
And  not  I,  must  gnihy  he. 


c 
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ALKXA.NDKH  KISFALUDV. 


I.  DAL. 

MI<)oii  u*  Hold*  vil.'i^rib.'iiw 

Oft  in  fancy’s  rapturous  noonliglil 
'I'hy  rcsplciuicnl  face  1  see : 

Off,  when  wandering  ’ncalh  tlie  moonliglif, 
On  the  waves,  I  welcome  thee. 

In  my  dreams  1  hold  communion 
With  thy  bright  love-laughing  eyes ; 
Thoughts  of  sympathy  and  union 
I'rom  my  broken  heart  arise. 

O  the  blest,  the  heavenly  greeting  I 
Vision  fair — as  fair  as  fleeting : 

Soon  the  illusions  all  decay. 

As  thine  image  glides  away. 


ALEXANDRH  KISFAIUUY. 
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I.  DAIy.  67. 

(iycniu’ksri’i-m'  s/t  |» 

.Swift  ilic  golden  moments  lliiicd 
Of  my  childhood’s  blissful  days — 
Soon  the  smiling  joys  retreated, 

Wljich  o’er  boyhood  flung  their  rays. 
Spring,  whose  footstep  never  lingers, 
I'lower.s  upon  the  vernal  held, 

All  the  forest’s  plumy  singers, 

All  the  lights  that  nature  gild — 

Will  not  winter’s  breath  destroy  them  ? 
Other  springs  shall  rc-enjoy  them  ; 
Youth  rckindlc.s  not  its  beam  — 

Why  do  1  so  idly  dream  ? 


< ; 


•) 


ALEXANDEIl  KISKALUDV. 
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I.  DAI.,  JSl. 

Mint  irniczolt  (>,  a*  (irCinh  ! 


As  ibc  zcphynt,  gay  and  airy, 

Glance  lliro*  naturc^s  flowery  ball ; 
So  sbe  glides — a  graceful  fairy, 

Tbro*  ibc  mazes  of  tbc  ball. 

O  bow  stately  are  her  |)accs ! 

O  bow  princely  is  her  gaii ! 

All  her  path  is  led  by  graces, 

Light  and  beauty  on  her  waiu 
And  those  lips  that  smile  so  brightly. 
And  that  brc-asl  that  heaves  so  lightly  ; 
On  how  many  hearts  did  she 
Fling  the  chains  of  slavery  ! 


A LKX  A N n KFl  K I S KA  LUI) V. 


J.  DAL. 

'I'^gcd'  l.'illak  a/  Kgckiick. 

In  (lie  blue  horizon’s  bcainin", 

Thee,  sweet  maid  !  alone  I  see  ; 

In  the  silver  wavelets  slrcami^f^ 

Thee,  sweet  maiden  !  only  thee. 
Thee,  in  day’s  resplendent  noonlight, 
Glancing  from  the  sun  afar ; 

Thee,  in  midnight’s  softer  moonlight ; 

Thee,  in  every  trembling  star. 
Wheresoe’er  I  go,  I  meet  thee ; 
Wheresoe’er  I  stay,  I  greet  thee; 
Tollowing  always — everywhere  ; 
Cruel  maiden  !  O,  foihcar  ! 


ALEXANDEIl  KISFAIUDY. 
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I.  DAL.  170. 

.S/clul  MAzortk  !  Jul  tudoin 


Muses  !  lionour  her — Uic  sweetest — 
Her  by  smiling  graces  nurst ; 

Music !  when  the  fair  thou  greetest, 
Greet  her  fairest—grccl  her  first. 

I  liavc  seen  her  bright  eyes  glisten 
When  the  poet  touch’d  his  chord  ; 
Yet  she  will  not  deign  to  listen 
To  mine  unobtrusive  word. 

Maiden !  wherefore  so  capricious  ? 

Is  the  minstrel  too  ambitious  ? 

Doth  his  silence  please  thy  will  ? 
Listen,  maiden  !  he  is  still. 


ALEXANDEU  KISFALUDV. 
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II.  DAL.  \G. 

M.'n  a*  V’il.'ig’  Abriu.itty.i. 


All  ihc  bright  world’s  charms  seem  brighlcr, 
All  the  frowns  of  grief  nre  gone; 

Livelier  beats  n»y  heart — and  lighter ; 

Sweeter  is  my  harp's  sweet  tone. 

Life's  fresh  spring  is  renovated, 

llliss  finds  wings  of  pride  and  power, 
Nobler  passions  arc  created, 
llcing’s  struggles  upward  tower : 

I,  a  new-born  life  possessing, 

Lov'd  and  loving— -bless'd  and  blessing  — 
Darkening  thoughts  have  pass’d  away, 

All  is  new  delight  and  day. 


8S 


ALEXANDEU  KISFALUDY. 


/I.  DAL.  *jr. 

jflmick,  Ho/zfi  Irnick. 

Tilou  of  all  my  thoughts*  vibrations 
Art  the  origin  and  end  ; 

All  my  spirit's  agitations 

From  thee  spring,  and  to  thee  tend. 
All  tJrat  fortune  frees  or  fetters, 

What  it  builds,  and  wliat  it  breaks, 
All  it  banns,  and  ah  it  betters, 

All — from  thee  its  image  takes. 

By  her  smile  of  beauty  lighted, 

By  her  look  of  sorrow  blighted. 

All  receives  its  powers  from  her, 
Love's  divine  interpreter. 


A  I.KX A N  D i:U  K I S KA I.U D Y. 


II.  UAL.  II. 


Mint  cio/i  akitratoni*. 


0  now  sweet  to  see  lliee  cumbered 
With  my  happiness— to  see 
All  the  little  carc.s  unnumbered, 
roml  aiVcetion  takes  for  me  ! 
Heaven  ha.s  nought  to  give  u.s  sweeter 
Tlian  a  joy-conferring  wife, 

And  a  smile  of  love  to  greet  her — 
'Tis  the  unclouded  heav’n  of  life. 
Like  a  sunbeam  she  enhances 
Love’s  own  radiance  with  her  glances 
And  where’er  the  sweet  one  is, 
There  is  peace  and  there  is  bliss. 
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ALEXANDEU  KI8FALUDV. 


II.  DAL.  lb, 

Ncul  ki  niv^rt,  diciot^gcrt. 


Not  tlic  songi  to  Pindus  brought, 

Dy  the  unlioly  Uiirst  for  glory ; 

Not  the  songs  by  lichcs  bought — 

The  perfidiousness  of  story : 

No !  but  tirat  life'6{)arkling  fountain, 
b'pringing  forth  from  transport’s  soul. 
Up  to  joy’s  delirium  mounting, 

Gladdening  nature’s  glowing  whole. 
Winging  love’s  cloud-piercing  arrow 
/  Thro*  time’s  boundaries,  dark  and  narrow. 
Wending  tow’rds  the  heavens  along, 
This— this  only  be  my  song. 


ALEXANDER  KISFALUDY. 
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H.  DAL.  87. 


Vu'  orfmak  KjArttiivul. 


Now  anolhcr  century  blended 
Widi  past  centuries  rolls  nway  ; 

When  another  century’s  ended, 

All  that  lives  will  be  but  clay. 

Thou  and  I — a  pair  so  joyous, 

Spite  of  dance  and  song  must  die  ; 
Time,  rude  tempest,  will  destroy  us. 

On  his  death-piles  shall  we  lie. 

Dost  thou  mourn  ?  0  mourn  no  longer ! 
Death  is  strong,  but  love  is  stronger ; 

And  wliere’cr  we  go,  shall  go, 
.Sheltering  us  from  lonely  woe. 


02  AI<EXANr)KR  KISFAIX'DY. 


II.  DAL.  I.m 

Alig  innfifit  kOrill. 

Scarce  upon  the  troubled  ocean 
Doth  life’s  steersman  seek  a  hontc, 
Tre  he  feels  an  awful  motion 
Drag  him  downwards  to  the  tomb. 
In  the  very  bud  of  being 
Lies  the  hidden  seed  of  death ; 

And  we  feel,  and  hear,  and  see  in 
All,  perdition’s  withering  breath. 
*Tis  a  hasty,  busy  meeting, 

An  eternal  farewell  greeting. 

Hurrying  all  our  paths  along 
Life  as  fugitive  os  song. 


ALEXANDEIl  KISKALUDY. 
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II.  DAL. 

Oily  sziiKscgCH  «zivcimick  6. 

Tki.l  live,  can  the  liuman  breast 
Live — no  breath,  no  air  inspiring  ? 
(’an  the  soul  of  man  be  blest 
If  sweet  love  pour  not  ib  fire  in  } 
What  to  life  are  soul  and  spirii. 

Is  the  glow  of  love  to  me  ; 

Loveless,  what  do  I  inherit — 

What  ?  but  blank  mortaliiy. 

Love,  smile  on  !  and  fears  and  dangers 
'fo  iny  bosom  ihall  be  strangers  ; 

Roll  the  storm,  and  fall  the  rain — 
All  their  menaces  are  vain. 


( y» ) 


VITKOVICS  RIIMALY, 

Bonx  1772. 

Vcr^ct  l<1lcin,  Mdi  ?  'Kn  Cfak  lifir  vagyok.  Amor 

A*  hntoi,  Trtlfni  venct  nkariz  c  ?  ^/erc»8. 


Vitkovk  -i. 


MICHAEL  VITKOVICS. 
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SIimiERD  SONG  OF  FUIU-DI, 

Hcj  Juli'isz  bojlfir !  hoi  a’  juh  ? 

Sav,  Shepherd  !  where  lliy  sheep  nrc  gone, 
And  wl»y  this  discontented  frown  ? 

They’re  wending  forth  to  Balaton^* 

And  heavy  sorrows  press  me  down. 

I  cat  not,  drink  not — but  I  lie 

Like  a  fell’d  trunk  upon  the  plain  ; 

The  sun  sinks  downwards  from  the  sky, 

And  gives  me  up  to  night  and  pain. 

O  hoj)cles8  doom  •  She  turns  away, 
Indiflcrencc  in  her  eyes  I  sec  ; 

In  vain  my  Shepherd’s  pipe  I  play — 

.She  listens  not,  nor  looks  on  me. 

The  freshest  milk,  the  whitest  lamb. 

And  wreaths  of  knots,  to  her  I  bore  ; 

And  all  I  have,  and  all  I  am — 

Life,  soul — would  give,  to  win  her  o’er. 

Her  face  f  1  press’d  with  kisses  sweet. 

Upon  Iter  breast  my  sighs  outpour’d, 

I'cll,  like  a  pilgrim,  at  her  feet. 

And  drank  her  every  breath  and  word. 

•  'I’lir  lake  of  Ilalatoii. 
t  Iu'i'i'm',  face — rmnniii^  jilitiin-. 


0(>  MICIIAKI.  VITKOVICS. 

]3ut  wiiat  of  this  ?  ,  She  knows  it  all, 

And  all  forgets — she  lauglis  at  woo  ; 

No  |)ity  on  d(8j)air  lets  fall ; 

I’or  other  yonih  her  passions  glow. 

Ilut  Ciod  shall  punish  her.  O  why, 

Why  was  that  lovely  maid  untrue  ? 

Why  did  she  bid  my  pleasure  die  r 

Why  pierce  n»y  heart,  and  pierce  it  throngl 
When  shcpherdlcfis  my  fihec))  sitall  stray. 

And  madness  thought  and  lioj>c  dc-stroy, 

“  Shame  on  the  maul !”  the  youths  will  say  ; 

“  I’oor  fool !  beloved  Shepherd  boy  !” 


(•0'ITA(ii:K’S  SOXd. 

Noii{  n<1ott  a/,  btoii  ii^kcin  lumy  palnt.'it. 


No  clcgnnl  palace  CjckI  raised  o’er  iny  head, 

Hich  ta[)cslry  gave  not,  nor  silk  to  iny  l)ed ; 

Ihil  a  collage  of  peace,  and  a  rude,  healthy  life, 

And,  to  crown  my  enjoyments,  a  hrown,  checiTnl  wife. 
Together  we  earn  the  coarse  bread  which  we  eat, 

And  love  makes  it  taste  more  delightfully  sweet ; 

When  our  labours  arc  ctuled,  together  u  e  rest, 

And  each  to  the  other's  bare  bosom  is  prost. 

'I’ho  sun  rises  up— and  we  rise,  full  of  joy, 

F»ill  of  strength,  to  the  busy  day’s  wonted  employ. 

'rhen  the  spring  dawns  in  green,  and  the  fields  smile  anew. 
And  every  fresh  llow’rcl  is  dripj)ing  with  dew  ; 

And  the  song  of  the  lark  pours  its  melodies  sweet, 

I. ike  a  zephyr  of  fresimeps  on  summer’s  close  heat. 

Then  comes  the  gay  vintage — the  red  grapes  we  bi’nr. 

And  alike  of  the  lal>or  and  recompcnce  share. 

'J’ho  winter  puts  on  its  white  robes — we  retire 
At  eveiir— and  bend  o’er  our  own  collage  fire. 

My  Sari  turns  round  the  gay  spindle  and  sings. 

And  out  of  our  happiness  time  makes  its  wings. ' 

1  have  handicraft  labors— and,  bappy  the  ibougbl, 

I'or  this  pay  no  taxes  to  (Jermans — nor  oiigbl. 
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The  sabbath  corocs  round,  and  in  hoIi<liy  gear 
I  go  to  God’s  dwelling — then  quietly  steer 
To  the  KoTtsmOf^  where,  cheer’d  by  a  wine-loving  brother, 
We  pledge  a  full  glass,  and  we  laugh  with  each  other; 

Get  warm,  and  we  call  on  the  Gij>sics  to  play. 

1  know  of  no  care,  roll  the  world  as  it  may : 

I  nothing  am  owed,  and  to  nobody  owe — 

Hurting  none,  none  will  hurt  me — so  smiling  we  go 
On  the  rude  path  of  life — when  its  labors  ore  past, 

Death  will  find  us  both  ready  and  cheerful  at  last. 


♦  Inn. 


MICIIAKr.  VITKOVirS. 


f'l) 


LOVK  AM)  Fail-NDSIIII'. 

A’  Kzcrcloin,  Mdikdm  !  oliyaii,  mint  rc(;cl  a/  nii)}i'k. 

Love,  iny  sweet  Lidi !  resciublcs  the  fugitive  shadows  of 
morning ; 

Sltortcr  and  shorter  they  grow,  and  at  length  disappear. 
Friendship — our  friendship — is  like  the  hcautiful  sliadows 
of  evening, 

Spreading  and  growing  (ill  life  and  its  light  pxss  away.  - 
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TO  IJDI. 

V«  ri<i‘l  nkan?  Itllcfn  I.Mi  ?  Tn  oak  li(ir  va^yuk 


You  osk  me  for  song — I  am  bul  tlic  lyre* ; 
The  liar|)cr  is  Cuj)i(l— fair  maiden  I  inspire 


MICIIAKL  VITKOVKS. 
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/ 


!-NTni:.viv. 

K0i(ii)t'kct,  u  rdcAig  !  It;i  M/crcts/,  »iioiiu»  nc  chot^.a^s. 

Wife  !  if  thou  love  oic,  O  mourn  not  upon  llu;  (lcath-so<! 
of  thy  husband : 

Team  will  ne’er  summon  me  back  to  the  regiotjs  of  time; 
Tears  frotn  thine  eyes  will  disturb  dcaih’s  calm  slumber  of 
silence — 

miss  was  our  |)ortion  on  earth — sludl  1  weep  in  the  grave  ? 


1 
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TO  C'AESCZi. 

Mlk^'pcn  <izck  a*  fri*. 

As  tlic  hart  the  freshening  watcr«i 
As  tlic  lx?e  the  balmy  flow’rcU, 

So  I  love  the  joyous  wine-drojw, 

So  I  love  the  \vinc-<Jro|)S,  mingled 
With  sweet  songs — and  sweet  sorJgs  blendcti 
With  thy  kisses,  rosy  Czenai  I 

Drinking  wine,— then  joys  awaken  ; 

Joys  awakening,  waken  music ; 

And  the  power  of  love  gives  being 
To  thy  love — nor  can  1  envy 
liven  the  hallow’d  monarch’s  purple, 

Nor  the  bliss  that  others  covet. 

Happy  am  I  with  the  wine-cup, 

And  with  music’s  song  yefirappier; 

Uut  of  all  the  happiest,  Czenezi, 

Happiest,  Czenezi !  with  thy  kisses. 


MICIIAEI.  VlTimvICS. 
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'J'O  CZKNCXJ. 


Il.u  Mr»traln  j:y  Khctnck. 


Wkue  I  but  Ihc  Matm-hill, 

Czcnczi !  that  for  centuries  long 
Thou  niightst  look  upon  niy  brow  ! 
Were  I  the  pale  Duna-strcani, 

The  proud  Duna-strean),  that  tlioii 
Hundred  years  in  me  mighisl  bathe  ! 
Were  I  Aiina’a  burning  mount, 

That  for  ages  1  might  be, 

Czenezi !  warmth  and  glow  to  thee  ! 
Ilut,  not  Matra-hill,  nor  pale 
Duna — ah  I  nor  burning  ditna, 

Can  I  ever,  ever  be. 

Well,  then,  let  us  both  improve 
TIjc  swifi  lighlning*llash  oftitne, 

Life  !  nor  let  the  raj)id  spark 
Hurry  unenjoy’d  away. 

Let  us  seize  them— we  enjoy 
Hundred  years— aye  !  thousand  years ; 
Though  we  arc — but  what  we  were, 
And  must  needs  be — mortal  things. 
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THE  MOON. 

Tiik  moon  (wlio  ludcs  her  face  by  day)  the  darkness  doth 
uncover, 

Just  like  the  thief — and  bad  to  say,  she  Is  just  like  the 
lover. 


.‘;iCICAKL  VITKOVICS. 
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TO  AN  I-NVIOrs  MAN. 

Aimyl  vcszrlyck  utnn,  Ih»k)  Imltlog  Irttoni,  Ingylcil  ? 

What  !  dost  thou  envy  my  luippincss,  bought  with  such 
slnigglc.s  nnd  perils  ? 

I  wish  thy  happiness  too — and  when  will  it  Mtss  thee? 
In  death. 


I  KW  ) 


CSOKONAI  MIHAlY. 

non.v  I774«-i>ied  1805. 


l)u(lu)J  vcnct !  Kluck  ?  A'  Magyar  Ncmzctuck. 

S/.iL^OYI. 


MICIIAKL  rSOKONAI. 
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Tin:  STRAWIIERRN'. 
I'o/iunriiiiiak. 

Rukatii  of  rosemary,  honey-sweetness 
DlTlic  fig,  the  daisy  scarlet, — 

To  the  smell,  the  taste,  the  eyesight. 

All  are  equally  delightful. 

Did  they  never,  never  mingle 
All  these  graces — ne’er  unite  ? 

Look  upon  the  rij>cn’(l  cherry. 

It  is  red,  and  it  is  sweet ; 

I'mgranl  is  the  golden  melon, 

Fragrant  nectar  to  the  taste ; 

Roses  are  ns  fair  as  satin, 

And  their  odours  aniher  all ; 

IJut  the  rosemary,  the  daisy. 

Fig  and  cherry,  melon,  rose. 

All  are  marvellously  united 
In  the  lovely  strawberry : 

Ileauteous  to  the  eye  its  color, 
lh)ncy  to  the  lips  its  taste. 

And  its  breath  is  exquisite. 
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1  will  set  tlicc,  lovely  Strawberry, 
On  the  table  of  the  Gods ; 

If  thy  tongue  could  find  a  language 
Or  a  ki>s,  thou  would^l  resemble 
billa’s  cver-beautcous  lips. 


>IICMAKI.  CSOKONAI. 
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TO  UA(’(;n  rs. 


Evok  i 

Ilacchus  !  livan  !  Evo^  ! 

Evov ! 

Ilaccliiis  !  fill  up  ihc  spirit  with  glee  ! 

Wfial  though  the  snows  of  llic  winter  inav  fall — 

O  9 

llring  wine  to  me  ! 

Ilring  wine  to  me — bring  wine  to  nil ! 

! 

Siiu/lc  I'oicc. 

Ilarclms  !  with  cheerful  voice, 

IVaif.c  to  thee  devotion  brim's; 

Where  thou  art  the  heavens  rejoice, 

And  the  earth  sings. 

Swarms  of  ji>ys  our  bosoms  give, 
latch  harmonious  as  u  bee  ; 

In  thy  life  alone  we  live. 

I-v.M- ! 

Churns, 
l-vot-  ! 

l»a(  (  bus  !  ICvaii  !  ICvoe  ! 

C'vC.,  i^CC,, 


no 


MICIIAFJ.  CSOKONAI. 


Another  voice. 

Thou  canst  give  to  jwvcrty 
niches,  blessing,  and  resjKJCt ; 
Make  it  proud  as  proud  ones  be  ; 

Lift  its  horn,  its  head  erect. 
Tolly  is  made  wise  by  wine  ; 

Yes !  tlwn  wisdom  wiser  still : 
Till  up  that  cuj)  of  thine — 

Till !  fill !  fill ! 

Chorus, 

Iwoe ! 

&c.,  &c.,  ike. 
Single  voice, 

.Symj)alhy  pervades  thy  breast. 
Sweet  sympathy ; 

And  thy  griefs  arc  calmed  to  rest 
So  tranquilly. 

IJIcsscdness  is  beaming  o’er  thee, 
l/)ve’s  best  prize  is  won  ; 
There  is  not  n  grief  before  thee  — 
None  !  none  !  none ! 

Chorui. 

ICvoi* ! 

kc.t  ^c.,  ko, 

Aitolher  voice. 

Ciod  (if  joy  1  thou  hast  |)OsscssM  us 
O  leave  us  never ! 

Clcxl  of  joy  !  that  once  hast  blest  us 
bless  us  ever ! 


MICIIAEI.  CSOKONAI. 


Death  may  come— but  melancholy 
Sliall  not  life  annoy : 

Joy  ! — for  sorrow  is  hut  folly — 
Joy  !  joy  !  joy  ! 

Chorus. 

Evot* !  ' 

&c.,  Sec.t  SiC. 


Sinfjlc  voice. 

Thou  (lost  watch  the  holy  li^'hi 
On  love's  own  shrine, 

And  if  tears  be  ever  bright. 

Those  tears  arc  thine. 

Thou  canst  fdl  life’s  thillness  np 
With  warmth  divine : 

I’ill  with  wine  the  glowing  cup  — 
Wine  !  wine  !  wine  ! 

Chorui. 

Evoe ! 

\'C.,  &c,,  ^sC. 
yjnolhcr  voice. 

Wine,  says  Eld,  may  be  pernicious — 
Thai's  both  wise  and  true  ; 

So  may  every  feast  delicious — 

What  is  that  to  you  ? 

Here’s  no  priest — ho  here  no  prcachin 
Tress  the  goblet  to  your  lip ; 

Trip  the  dance — 'lis  wiser  leaching  — 
'I'rij)  !  trip  !  trip  ! 
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Chorus, 

Kvoe ! 

liacclioft  !  ICvnn  !  JCvc^* ! 

Evot- ! 

Ilncclius !  fill  the  soul  wiili  glee  ! 
Though  the  wintry  snows  njny  fall, 
Bring  wine  to  me  ! 

Wine  to  me,  and  wine  to  nil ! 

B  voi  ! 


MK  IIAKI  CSOKONAI. 
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TO  .MV  rnii-.\i). 

No  r  IVoin  I’iiulus*  darksome  moim!ain, 
Ni)i  from  the  Caslalian  foumaiii, 

Not  from  'I’cmpc’s  desert  valley, 

Do  the  heavenly  Muses  sally  ; 

\’a’mly  there  ye  seek  to  find  them, 

A''es  left  their  shades  behind  them. 

They  were  .^|llso.s  wild  and  sa..*.-.  , 
Headed  by  a  boor-Apdlo  ; 

'l  ime’s  regenerating  ravagt; 

Drought  a  better  race  to  fdlow  ; 

And  our  Muses,  young  and  laughieg, 
Dwell  in  vineyards  of  T»jkayi 
M\cr  there  the  grape-jiiicc  ijuafling, 
l  iver  gralulant  and  gay. 


I 
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BICllZSENYI  DANIEL 

JJOIIN  J77<>. 


Clink  (c  k'gy  v^lem  Ic  CaiiiuMin  ! 

In  Is  iiM.'iSt  hint  kc2C<l  ^Ictfuirc, 

'S  A  vadoii  li'ij^k  kidciull  vliany  Ics/ 
C)(}|igc  ilalodirt. 


I, 


))ANIF.,'r  UKaZSENVI. 


liiVENING  TWILIGHT. 


KmcM  fcl  bibor  Krjicilct. 


CoMK  with  ihy  purple  smiles,  and  bring 
To  nature  fpiict  rest; 

Come,  gentle  light  of  eve,  and  fling 
The  dew  o’er  nature’s  breast. 

Send  to  the  weary  eye  repose 
And  happy  dreams  to-night : 

And  bid  the  veil  of  darkness  close 
O’er  holy  love’s  delight. 

The  rose-tree  hides  its  fairest  flowers 
While  eve  glides  calmly  by, 

And  life’s  most  bright  and  blessed  hour? 
Arc  hid  in  mystery. 

I  have  a  secret  — but  ’lis  mine — 

No  word  shall  reach  thine  car ; 

’Tis  buried  in  my  heart’s  own  shrine, 
And  lock’d  in  safety  there. 

I  will  not  toll  my  thought — nor  sham** 

.My  maiden  with  a  fear ; 

I  will  not  tell  my  maiden’s  name 
Nor  what  I  feel  for  her. 


DAMICL  Di:nZSE\VI. 


1  toI(J  it  to  the  silent  moon, 

She  saw  my  hour  of  bliss — 

The  tears  of  joy  I  slied— the  boon, 
The  bcauly  and  the  kiss. 


DANIEr.  liKir/SKNVI. 
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'I'o  i:iiNi:sTiNr.. 

j'Zi'p  az  Kiel  K>zii  ^ 

SwEKT  is  life,  iny  Krnostinc  ! 

In  llic  od’rous  myrtle  grove, 

In  the  arms  of  holy  love, 

In  Dione’s,  or  in  thine. 

Sweet  is  life,  my  ICrncstinc  ! 

Some  may  fear  lest  wind  and  wave 
Delve  for  all  their  wealth  a  grave  ; 
Some  may  heap  Golconda’s  store, 

Ih'cr  adding  more  to  more  ; 

Warriors  climb  the  srn)|>ery  hill 
Crown’d  by  glory’s  citadel  ;• 
Welcoming  the  I’eans  loud 
\’ictory  wakens  front  the  crowd  ; 

But,  with  thee,  nty  Krnostino, 

Yes !  witlt  thee  to  live  he  mine. 
Silenced  every  worldly  tone, 

O  how  sweet  to  live  alone  ! 

Seeing — wishing  not  to  see 

Aught  but  those  bright  smiles  of  (liiiio  ; 

*  a'  ilii  'd'i’z’ 


DAXIF.L  HF.HXSKNVr. 


Tlicc,  ?ny  love — and  only  tlicc — 
Hearing  nought  but  thy  soft  brcaihi 
Or  thy  gentle  rustling,  wreathing 
Little  flowers  of  love  for  me. 


DANllU.  !!i;UZSKNVI. 
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•  Till-  1)AN(  i:. 

t.'iiicz’  iii'nit'it,  mill*  festik  icjittil. 

I.ooK  nl  llic  dance !  You  may  iracc  in  \[?.  playful  nnd 
varying  changes 

National  manners  and  habits— the  feelings  and  llioughts  of 
ll»e  pc(»j)lc. 

I-’irst,  see  the  (iennan  come  forward — aiul,  wali/.ing  three 
paces,  he  sci/.cs 

Her  whom  he  loves,  and  he  gracefully  wheels  her  in  light- 
footed  circle  : 

Simple  and  ipiiel  in  all  things — his  very  r-njoymciils  arc 
Iraiiijuil  ; 

( )iie  and  one  oidy  ho  claims — if  he  love  her,  his  love  will 
1)0  faithful. 

( iitlily  and  graceful  and  vain,  cwmes  th'.*  I’reiu.hnian,  and, 
ogling  and  sporting, 

nils  fo>m  one  maid  to  another — to  this  and  iij  that  his 
hand  prull’ers : 

i'icryand  rash  as  a  child,  like  a  (hild  he  ii  light  and  capri¬ 
cious  ; 

(  lianges  his  lui^lrOiS  at  will,  and  humours  his  f.mry  (ill 
weary. 

Whelmed  in  a  passionate  siufiii,  the  .Magyar’s  lurhulent 
.spirit 

lllcnds  in  the  tlance  all  the  heat  of  hii  .‘>11  ngidlii.'  and  glow- 
iiig  alVetlion, 
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Like  a  sweet  breeze — and  bii  soul-picreing  s^jliness  in^i- 
iiiiaics 

^11  that  is  hid  iti  the  dojnhs  of  his  genVous  and  lovc-llow- 
ing  Sj.irif, 

Link’d  and  dissevered,  he  leads  or  is  led  by  the  lovely 
Hungarian ; 

Uancc-s  alone  in  his  joy,  while  all  the  earth  treinhles  de¬ 
lighted. 


Tliis  is  the  warrior’s  dance,  whieh  Kinysi,  with  blo'xl- 
5pot(e<l  weapon's, 

Danced  wiil»  his  followers  around  tin;  heaps  of  his  enemies 
scatter’d. 

Here  arc  no  rules  of  art,  no  masters  of  science  assembled  ; 


Tl)is  is  her  own  bright  law — ’tis  fancy’s  own 


free-pinion’d 


charter. 

Let  cv’ry  man  who  is  born  to  the  dance  of  the  Magyar  Ik.‘ 
joyful ; 

Sirength  and  vigor  are  his  i«isp>rt»‘g  M'** **  " ‘'** 
ncis. 


DAMKI.  ItKKZSK.VN  I. 
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run. MS. 

Mt  *3'  iiioSk  li’lji"* 

I  ro.N  two  (.lu'cks  of  sunny 
'I'vvo  lowly  livin'^  roses  kiow  ; 

Wliilc  fluiij:;  o’er  alabasicr  rocks 
I  see  ihy  wnndorln^  nuhiirn  locks. 

A  paradise  is  roumi  me,  where 
All,  all  is  sniiliii'ji,  bright,  and  lair : 

1  am  lh«^  heir  of  joy.  Advance, 

( )  heart  !  to  thine  iidn  rinuu  e. 

IV'cn  l.iuifhiii^  love  aiid  son^  and  jt''!, 

1  I'un  hlossin^s  I  would  lain  he  blot  : 
hliss  llaps  my  s'.ul  on  <  \er)  brci  >«•, 

Ainl  am  I  hivst  wilit  I'uou^las  like  ihC'C  • 

1  hiealhe  liar  halm)'  birath  of  )ouih, 

I  have  no  cause  for  resde>-.  ruth  ; 

Why  should  I  not  enjoy  the  peace 
\\  hieh  sooths  our  mortal  recklessm  S'. 

'I’he  dovi;  that  llils  about  the  i'rovts, 
n  ho  ikH  hlesi  ^  lie  loves,  In-  lo\t  '. ; 
Aiid  uheiosue’ci  he  t  iki's  his  (li;.:hl, 

A  ^\\eet  vice  ^oolh'  him  lo  dedi^ht. 


DANiKL  ui:iizsi:nvi. 


iMV  I’OimoN. 

P.utia  Mi^iV.lodain.  l.cvonom  vitorl'im'. 

WiiAT  tliougli  the  waves  roll  awfully  before  me — 
(^uicksantls  and  tempests — from  the  Ocean  bordci 
Calmly  1  launch  me,  all  my  sails  unfurling, 
l.aughing  at  danger. 

I’eace  has  returned,  I  drop  my  <|uict  anchor, 

Heauiiful  visions  have  no  |)0\vcr  to  charm  me — 
Welcome  the  wanderer  to  thy  cheerful  bosom, 

Land  of  rciircmcnl ! 

Are  not  my  meadows  verdant  os  Tarentum  ? 

Arc  not  my  fields  ns  lovely  as  Loris«a  ? 

I'lows  not  the  Tiber  with  majestic  beaming 
Through  my  dark  forest  ? 

Have  1  not  vines  and  golden  corn-cars  dancing 
In  the  gay  winds,  and  doth  not  heavenly  freedom 
Dwell  in  my  dwelling  ? — Yes!  the  gods  have  given  im 
All  I  could  envy. 

I'atc  may  indulge  its  infinite  caprices. 

JSheltoicd  from  wa.it,  unconqucrnhle  coinage 
Trains  me  to  look  secure,  serene,  contented, 

I'p  to  the  heavens. 


DANIKL  DlinZSE.NVI. 
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Thou,  ihou,  my  lyre  !  if  ihou  dispense  lljy  blessings 
llright  on  the  tortuous  pathway  of  existence, 

Deserts  shall  smile,  wastes  wax  them  into  gladness, 
Charm’d  by  thy  music. 

Place  me  among  the  eternal  snows  of  Clreenland, 
Place  me  among  the  burning  sands  of  /.aara, 

77^)1*  shall  your  bosoms  warm  me,  gentle  Muso, 
//ere  your  breath  fresiien. 
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DANIKL  miltZSKNVI. 


A'  t.uasz,  ruz>rn  kciKk't  kii'trva. 


JbriUNd,  gentle  Spring,  tlic  rose’s  breast  unfolding, 
Sinks  in  light  dews  upon  ti)C  emerald  meadows, 
Wliilc  round  his  ringlets  happy  zephyrs  playing. 

Drink  of  their  fragrance. 

O’er  nil  the  earth  he  spreads  birth-giving  ether, 
Waking  to  life  what  wintry  cold  had  frozen, 

(’ailing  to  joy,  rmd  budding  into  being, 

Oountless  creations. 

riora  nttends  him  with  her  smiles  of  beauty. 
Scattering  before  him  violets  and  roses; 

I.aughtcr  and  love  and  bliss,  and  all  the  graces. 

Follow  liis  footstC|)s. 

1  too,  e'en  I,  iny  festal  hymn  am  jwuring; 

I  too  have  twined  n  wreath  for  thee,  blest  Fmina  ! 
”lii  for  thy  breast — *tls  beauiifnl  as  thou  art — 

And  as  both  -  llccting. 


(  l  * ) 


/ 


mJC'/A  ICMIL. 

imiis  17^1. 


.\/  tnv«\^in  I. 
S/i‘iifi.‘l«  iii  rii  r/f. 


lit  I  /I. 
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KMII.IUS  UUCZI. 


THE  Lin’Li:  tjiee. 

Oh  Piya* !  Kcggycl  wo^olyopj  c/oii  kii. 

Davads  !  smile  sweetly  on  the  tree  I  planted ; 

Call  forth  its  blossoms — slicltcr  it  from  tempests  ; 

1  have  that  tree  to  Sympathy  devoted ; 

Smile  on  the  tribute. 

Smile,  ye  good  angels  I  Fling  your  deeds  of  virtue 
On  the  uncovered  bosom  of  misfortune ; 

Fling  your  ioft  arms  of  charity  oround  it ; 

To  your  breast  press  it. 


KMii.nis  in;c/f. 
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SIMlINiJ’S  Ti:il.MINAT10N. 

/ 

.M»  inrlly  boroiiijo  fcllci'  cinclkcdik. 

WiiAT  a  black  cloud  is  galhcring  in  heaven’s  dome  ! 
From  ihc  blue  dome  the  fierce  rain  dashes  downward, 
And  the  SeplciUrion  furies,  rushing  wildly, 

\'i3il  with  ruin  nil  earth's  loveliest  things. 

Ix) !  the  rose  droops  ujwn  its  wounded  stem — 

Tlie  rude  shower  breaks  the  beautiful  cup  of  odours 
Hung  on  tlic  emerald  pillar—and  the  lilies 
Ik'nd  down  their  snowy  heads,  and  weep,  and  die. 

F’en  the  sweet  solitary  violet,  crush’d, 

Scatters  no  more  its  wonted  dews  of  fragrant* 

O’er  the  dark  forest  turf.  All,  all  dcpartcil. 

All  the  transporting  chaniH  of  caily  spring. 


KM  I /.I US  uvcy.\. 


r2y 


'niE  i  ()iii:s  r. 


Df.KI*  in  llic  stillness  of  the  solctnn  fotcsi 
IVacc  siii"H  licr  hymns  of  solitude,  Apollo  ! 

W'hilo  the  lii;lil  zephyrs,  listening  to  the  innsie, 

(Hide  along  slowly. 

Through  the  green  lx)ughs  what  friendly  spirits  vibnit 
Round  the  old  roots  what  gentle  streamlets  murmur ! 
Brightening  with  influence  full  of  joy  and  beauty 

I.ifc  .and  its  struggle;. 

I,  when  I  look  U|X)n  those  lovely  mcatlows — 

Streams  full  of  light — and  hymn-impassioned  songsters 
Forests  and  flowrets — foci  that  woe’s  oppression 

.Smites  njo  no  longer. 

Shades  of  the  forest !  to  your  calm  recesses 

I’ridn  never  wends,  nor  |K'ission.  When  the  hianehcs 

Of  your  green  trees  arc  fluttering  in  the  breezes. 

Bear  mo  their  freshness. 


K.MIMi;s  IIUCZI. 


\VJ 


Mi:\UT. 

/ 

Hcnoiitlictolloii  IcIkcJ'  i\/  i'hvi'n’. 

Onu’Ard!  still  onward  !  in  the  path  of  duly, 

On  to  the  goal— guard  every  sacred  feeling. 

What  though  the  deeds  of  most  lieroic  virtue, 

Impudent  folly  tarnish  with  lier  slander  ? 

Hear  thee  on  boldly — \'irtuc’.s  gloomiest  cypress 
Shading,  sliall  shield  thee.  Hate  may  hide  thy  greatness, 
Imvy  torment  thee,  l)ut  thy  patriot  actions, 
lilcssing  thy  country,  shall  endure  for  ever. 

Think  not  that  envy  can  (h'stroy  the  temph; 

Uear’d  to  thy  glory.  Merit  wreathes  the  garlan<l 
Fated  for  thee  ;  mankind  shall  be  thy  judges, 

(’overing  ihy  name  with  an  undying  hoiumr. 


K 
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SZEMERE  PAL. 

nous  1785. 

All;  jrfj,  'h  r!ngas«<l'C‘l  c'  nagy  kWiokat, 

SZR.MKRi:. 


PAUI.  SZF.MEIIK. 
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TO  non:. 

S/dMicn,  luiiit  ft’  »7.c|>  o.^Huiu'iiu'iiy. 

Tnou  smilcsl  on  me  like  an  evening  ray, 

Or  like  the  lovely  Eoa,  When  thou  smilcsl, 

All  fate's  dark  enmity  thou  rcconcilcst, 

And  grief  and  sighing  sadness  glide  away. 

My  house  was  whelmed  in  desolate  decay, 

Midst  mists,  and  storms,  and  torrents.  Art  thou  nigh  me  ? 
For  time  brings  gloomy  thoughts  ns  time  fliis  by  me, 

And  my  heart  is  a  field  of  battle-fray. 

Come,  cradle  all  my  sorrows  into  rest ! 

And,  like  Kndymion,  in  bis  rosy  garden 

Illcss  me  with  dreams,  and  be  mine  angel  warden. 

As  Cynthia  his  ;  and  os  that  waking  boy 
Found  himself  breathing  into  Dian's  breast, 

So  be  thou  mine— mine  own  sweet  bride  and  joy  ! 


K 


>) 
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PAUL  SZKMERK. 


S^ukdclvc,  mint  litili'im  ko/t  n*  Imlik. 

Jovous  os  the  wild  wjuirrcl  in  the  forest, 

Or  in  the  dancing  waves  the  silver  eel, 

Till  thou,  to  the  bright  heaven,  in  which  ihon  soaresf, 
Didst  fascinate  my  footsteps,  Isabel ! 

O,  I  was  happy— now,  alas !  thou  |)ourcst 
A  stream  of  sorrow  into  iny  heart’s  well ; 

And  hill  and  valley’s  echoes  wake  the  sorest 
Of  all  the  pangs  of  grief  inefiable. 

That  thou — thou  art  another’s — that  sad  thought 
Breaks  up  my  heart— and  o’er  my  being  flings 
The  deepest  clouds  of  darkness — they  liavc  brought 
Garlands  of  flowers  to  crown'thce  at  the  shrine 
Of  Hymen.  Joy  the  marriage-anthem  sings — 

Yet  they  have  brought  thee  not  a  love  like  nnne. 


PAUL  SZEMEUE. 
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Tin:  II.MTV  TAIIl. 

Kity  tilkos  ah  fcicin,  cgy  cl|iir(il.u. 

1  HEARD  a  gentle  breathings  like  a  sigh, 

I  saw  a  quiet  smiling,  like  the  dawn, 

A  bosom  heaving  ’ncath  ih*  o’ershadowing  lawn, 

Half  hidden,  half  unveil’d.  A  raptur’d  cry 
Broke  from  me — **  Yes  I  ’tis  thou:”  and  then  I  flung 
My  arms  around  thee,  and  in  passionate  bliss 
Joy  followed  joy,  and  kiss  gave  way  to  kiss, 

And  rapture  fetter’d  both—and  thus  she  sung: 

”  Tliou  I  80  long  have  sought  for,  thou  art  mine ; 
Thine  is  the  maiden’s  sweetest  kiss,  and  thine 
All  that  the  maiden’s  heart  and  soul  possess.” 

1  listen’d — and  such  fluttering^  of  delight 
Sliook  all  my  senses,  I  was  silent  (juitc — 

Thouglils  overpower’d  expression.  Could  they  lo«s  } 
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I'AUL  SZEMERE. 


KCilO. 

’«  ciak  s<$b3jtA4ld  Icngcuek. 

Tjiou  art  mule,  all  but  thy  sighing— and  the  tear 
Rolls  down  thy  check  iis  sad  and  silent  way ; 

And  thou  dost  turn  to  mortal  men,  and  say, 

«♦  Pour  out  your  sympathy,  and  sooth  me  here.** 

Thou  dreaming,  hapless  creature  !  learn,  tliat  they 
Will  turn  on  thee  o  cold  and  listless  ear ; 

And  thou  thy  gloomy  pilgrimage  raayst  steer 
Through  mists  and  storms  and  sorrows.  They  arc  gay, 
However  dark  thy  grief ;  no  sympathy 
Is  in  their  breasts.  Dut  come,  0  come  to  roe. 

Who  am  a  mourner  loo— and  1  will  rooum 

With  thcc.  Hath  death  distress’d  thee  ?  Tell  the  name 

Of  thy  lost  love — 1  will  repeat  the  same, 

And  we.'will  weep  together  o’er  her  urn. 


['I'lili  Is  the  oul)  poem  hi  tlic  Magyar  language  of  which  I 
rememher  to  have  iccii  uii  KnglUli  tiauslatlon.  It  will  t>o  fuuud 
lu  Toldy’s  Hamlbiich  tier  Ungrhehcii  PocjIc,  VoJ.  II.  p.  426.} 
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DOBRENTEI  GABOR. 

Bony  1786. 

When,  waixlcrlng  In  Hungnrla's  land, 

I  sought  ft  Arm  and  friendly  hand 
To  guide  me  through  the  |>ath  unknown— 

I,  *inld.it  the  Magyar  Mules'  throng, 

Leading  the  Magyar  sons  of  song, 

Heard— would  1  could  resound  I— thine  own. 

J.  IL 
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(JAIJUIEl.  DOBRENTEI. 


THE  liNTIiaSIAST  AM)  I’JlILOiiOrJIEU. 


llo((yaii  tcliiit : 

Euthuiiust.  “  Is‘l  lliU8  ? 

And  if  not  thus,  sny  how? 
l  or  a  wild  fire  is  burning  in  my  !x)som, 

Whicli  1  enn  quench  not — which  1  cannot  guitlo, 

I  strive  to  build  the  fair— to  build  the  fiairest 
Upon  the  wise — as  thou  would  «cach  me ;  I 
Would  blend  my  spirit  and  my  heart  in  one, 

Making  my  hymn  both  beautiful  and  strong ; 

That  it  may  teach — and  teaching,  may  transport 
With  ccstacy.  I  ask,  with  prayerful  tear, 

My  way  to  fame’s  bright  goal :  thou  hast  the  crown — 
'leach  me  to  win  and  wear  it — I  beseech  thee. 

With  passionate  longings  I  beseech  tliec — say, 

Sny— thus  ?  Ah,  no!  ’tis  sweet — but  not  successful. 

1  cannot  reach  the  bourn — and  life  to  me 
Js  melancholy  waste  of  life!” 

Philos.  ”  Give  thy  ftclii»gs  ample  room, 

'l  ime  shall  soon  disperse  their  gloom. 

When  bound  in  snows  the  wild-stream  leaves  its  Ik-J 
Murmuring ;  and  as  it  maddens  bears  along 
Keeks,  mud,  and  fortsl-branchts,  cans’l  tl»ou  see 
>'oung  flowers,  and  the  blue  heaven  u|wu  its  f.ice  ? 


(iAUUIEL  UOUUENTEl. 
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Tilou  liirns’l  away  in  sadness  fron\  its  waves 
So  troubled— for  ’tis  purity  that  charms, 

And  rpiict.  Think  on  this,  and  be  at  rest. 

The  muse  is  a  soft  maiden,  whose  bright  wand, 
^Vhosc  odorous  ringlcU,  flinging  liglu  around. 

Thy  lips  may  kiss.  She  is  not  wooed  by  fierceness, 
Uut  turns,  deep  blusliing,  to  her  own  sweet  self, 

I'rom  the  wild  turbulent  grasp  of  stormy  thought. 

“  Glow — but  glow  not  with  blind  and  savage  heat  ; 
Approach,  with  gentleness,  and  she  will  wake 
Her  own  responses  from  thy  feeling  breast; 

Her  bright  eye  will  enkindle  loveliest  light. 

Thy  soul  transporting.  Gently,  gently  come. 

And  she  shall  press  thee  to  her  breast — that  breast 
So  soft,  so  warm— and  gently  kiss  her  lips; 

Her  breath  shall  then  impregnate  thee— her  fires 
Dear  thee  aloft  nlx)ve  a  thousand  stars. 

And  summon  from  thy  soul  harmonious  songs.” 
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OAOniEL  DOORE.VTEf* 


HUSSAR  SONG. 

Sirtfilj  Anyim,  cgykor  Ctt<m> 

Mother  I  dost  weep  that  thy  boy’s  right  hand 
Hath  taken  a  sword  for  his  fatlier-Iand  ? 

Mother !  where  should  llic  brave  one  be 
Gut  in  the  ranks  of  bravery  ? 

Mother !  and  was  it  not  sad  to  leave 
Mine  own  sweet  maiden  alone  to  grieve  ? 

Julia !  where  should  the  brave  one  be 
But  in  the  ranks  of  bravery  ? 

Mother  I  if  thou  in  death  were  laid, 

Julia  !  if  thou  were  a  treacherous  maid  ; 

O  then  it  were  well  that  the  brave  sliould  be 
In  the  front  ranks  of  bravery. 

Mother !  the  thought  brings  heavy  tears. 

And  1  look  round  ott  iny  youth’s  comj)Ccrs ; 
They  have  their  griefs  and  loves  like  me, 
Touching  the  brave  in  their  bravery. 


GABUIEL  OOORENTEI. 

Mother !  my  guardian  !  0  be  still ; 

Maiden  !  let  hope  thy  bosom  fill ; 

KirM*  and  country  !  how  sweet  to  be 
Battling  for  both  in  bravery  ! 

Bravery— aye — and  victory’s  hand  ' 

Shall  wreath  my  Siklf  with  golden  band — 
And  in  the  camp  the  shout  shall  be, 

0  !  how  he  fought  for  liberty ! 

•  Klr<M — King. 

t  S.'iki— the  French  lulllury  caj>. 
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CAOlURf.  IXimiENTKI. 


IUlLi:S  AM)  NATURE. 

Olvaioni  a*  reguluf,  iiiliit  kcll  C2t  Un\/$  arnozt  U. 

Many  a  rule  liavc  I  read  of  tins  way  of  wriiiiig  and  t’other, 

Chilling  and  harassing  dogmas  that  dry  up  the  sources 
of  thought. 

Give  me  the  hurst  of  the  heart,  the  spirit’s  cmpliatic  out¬ 
pourings  ; 

They  can  awaken  my  soul,  and  hid  the  tear  gush  from 
njine  eye. 

Read  and  inquire— ’tis  wise  to  learn  the  commandtncnls; 
then  open 

The  sluice  of  thy  soul,  and  its  streams  shall  flow  forth  in 
their  glory  and  power. 
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K'lSFALUDY  KAllOLY. 

HORN'  1 7^0. 

Far  iMibite  fratniiii. 

Mindon  Oidin  lian(*ot  n'  liu  fajdaloiM  isnirt, 

A’  kikrlfl'  z0lilj<:u  Y.vuii  |>aiiaizt. 

Ott,  l(u)  rrd  'a  iiatfil,  iiiiiC'i  az  ciu  k  : 

A’  nyilv  <laha  fakad,  vrzcili  s/lvcd. 

Ki-»rAiLi»v  K. 
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CHARLES  KISFALUnV. 


LIFE  AND  FANCY. 

DARK-VF.STED  Spirits 
Hidden  in  vapours, 

Point  out  and  fashion 
Man’s  gloomy  journey ; 
Thro*  hU  life’s  myst’ries, 
Heartless  and  silent, 

Over  his  paih«way 
Sharp  thorns  they  scatter, 
And  with  cold  grasp 
They  fling  the  poor  mortal 
In  the  rough  ocean 
Of  time’s  dreary  desert. 
Loud-foaming  billows. 
Stormy  winds  struggling, 
Whelming  and  whirling 
Life’s  little  bark ; 

Now  on  tlie  wave-top 
Flung  in  their  fury, 

Hp  to  the  clouds  ; 

Now  in  abysses 
Vuwming  destruction, 

Ocep  03  the  grave  : 

Fearful  the  struggle— 


CHARLES  KISFALUDV. 
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Wilh  furies  unbridled, 
Wresling  and  wrestling 
In  the  fierce  storm. 

Now  with  swoln  bosom 
Drives  he  for  land, 

Out  of  the  darkness 
Dawning — but  distant, 
Ho{)0  with  her  smiles 
Looks  from  the  strand. 

Lo  !  an  Aurora, 

Promising  beauty, 

Pours  out  bright  dew-drops 
Fluttering  with  bliss ; 

Nay  !  granite  mountains. 
Spurn  back  the  ocean  : 
Warm  is  the  contest — 

Back  with  tlic  waves — 

And  they  roll  fiercer. 

While  with  strong  passion 
.Stronger  and  stronger 
Strives  the  poor  swimmer ; 
One  drop  of  water. 

Fresh,  pure,  and  sparkling, 
One — and  one  only. 

Vainly  to  reach. 

Scr{)cnts  cling  round  him. 
Laughing  like  demons 
Most  when  he  writhes  ; 
Doubts  dreary  tempests 


HI 


CHARLES  KlSFALUnV. 


Hattling  above  liini 
('base  tlic  Rweel  tircainings 
Justice  and  virtue 
Waked  in  the  fro'zcn 
Shrines  of  his  rouI. 

Wild  he  looks  round 
On  the  desolate  world. 
Shadows  attend  him 
Beckoning  and  trembling. 
Mists,  glooms,  and  terrors. 
Flit  o'er  the  waste. 

One  ray  of  lightning 
Now  and  then  brightning 
O’er  his  griefs*  gloom  ; 
When  his  eyes  weeping 
In  the  vast  void 
Secs  hope-directed— 

Tiic  tomb. 

Light  is  descending; 

See,  from  the  clouds, 
Dovelels  attending, 

A  goddess  appears ! 

Waked  by  her  glances. 
Beautiful  spirits 
Flit  in  their  lran5{)orts 
Through  the  gay  scene  ; 
lJcw-dro|w  of  heaven 
Shine  in  her  eyes, 

Seraphs  of  brightness 


CHARI.F.S  KISKALUDY. 
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Jknd  from  ihe  skies, 

And  Edens  of  blis^ 

Out  of  deserts  arise. 

The  winds  sport  together, 
In  gentleness  blending 
O’er  flower-sprinkled  fields 
Their  cups  full  of  honey, 
Their  lips  of  perfume. 
They  dream  of  delight ; 

All  nature  is  laughing. 

And  e’en  the  grave’s  height 
Has  its  bloom. 

Man  waxes  divine, 

And  is  wafted  above  ; 

In  spring  and  in  beauty, 

In  brightness  and  virtue. 

He  clasps  to  his  bosom 
Voting  nature — in  love. 

He  feels  that  his  lot 
Is  immortal ;  the  fire 
Of  the  Godhead  within  him 
Is  burning — still  burning, 
And  thought  ever  turning 
To  prospects  eternal, 

Eternal  desire. 

His  dust  may  not  waken 
Till  heavenly  breath 
Has  melted  the  fetters 
Of  darkness  and  death. 


MG 


CHARLES  KISFALUDV. 


He  lies  on  the  border. 

Faint — helpless— till  fancy, 
That  sweet  male  of  reason, 
Hath  broken  his  fetters. 

And  led  him  to  light. 

And  still  let  her  Bight 
Be  unbridled — beyond 
I’lie  precincts  of  vision, 

Her  glories  still  weaving 
In  beauty  and  light* 


c:iIAHI,KS  KISKAIUnV. 
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A(;i:s  or  Liri:. 


(♦yungrii  liiigntva  Jo  any.'\iiK*  iiU'lu'M. 

Mid  smilii)g  friends  nnd  pporls,  far,  far  from  sorrow, 
Hanging  around  a  inolher’s  laj),  we  play 
In  tlic  bright  sunshine  of  our  c)rildhoo<r3  morrow, 

Nor  dream  of  any  darker  future  day  : 

We  smile  on  smiling  hours  that  pass,  and  borrow 
No  gloom  from  all  the  mists  that  dim  our  way ; 

But  rise  and  fall  on  every  floating  wave, 

And  with  oath  image  sweet  tommuniotj  have. 

Ivach  blessed  sunbeam  in  that  glorious  lime 
Wakes  us  to  never-palling  jests  and  joys; 

And  trans|>ort — in  those  days,  unstaiiK<l  by  crime. 

Flings  all  around  her,  roses— nor  annoys 
Our  innocent  paths  with  pains.  Though  not  sublime. 
Yet  sweet  as  honey  dew,  the  hours  when  hoys 
Dance  on  the  emerald  grave-heaps  of  the  dea<l. 

And  upward,  heavenward,  all  their  footsie j)s  tread. 

And  now  the  bud  of  lovely  Hope  is  bursting. 

And  a  new  life  its  streams  of  passion  pours ; 

And,  like  sweet,  shadowed  dreams,  which  fancy  nurs’d  in 
Our  parents’  bosoms,  all  the  liouschold  shores 
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Whiclj  seemed  so  bright  and  beautiful  at  first,  in 
Dimness  arc  shaded.  Vet  the  sjiirit  soars 
To  something  far  above  its  narrow  cell, 

And  seeks  with  briglitcr  ihoughu  than  earth’s  to  dwvll. 

Tlicrc  is  an  impulse  bidding  us  break  through 
Our  prison’s  bounds :  a  world  before  us  lies 
Gladdened  with  glories  fasr  inating,  new, 

And  fragrant  flow’rs  and  lovely  fantasies : 

.So  llic  soul  waxes  strong,  and  to  pursue 
Its  noble  destiny  and  high  emprise 
Will  wrestle  with  nil  focs—all  storms  will  meet. 
Crushing  oil  disappointments  'neath  its  feel. 

Tlic  spirit  feels  its  dignity  of  birth 
And  destination,  in  the  inighly  strife 
It  holds  with  nil  the  stormincss  of  earth  : 

It  bends  not  to  the  yoke  of  mortal  life, 

Ihit  strives  ut  something  greater— feels  a  dearth 
In  worldly  luxury — in  aspirings  rife 
It  mounts  on  mightier  wings  than  time’s — and  Hies 
To  heights  which  o’er  heaven’s  highest  torches  rise. 

It  clads  itself  in  purple  like  the  morn’s, 

And  walks  in  its  imperial  dignity — 

Dives  to  the  deepest  scats  of  thought— adorns 
The  very  dreamings  which  around  us  lie — 

Wakes  images  of  light  and  beauty — scorns 
Tlr  infirmities  of  human  destiny, 
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I’oinling  to  liopc’s  own  pyramid  sublime — 

A  walch-lowcr  o’er  the  waves  and  storms  of  time. 

I'irst,  yotilb’s  pure  love  develops  the  high  source 
Of  intellect  within  him— gives  it  wings 
Heavenward  to  urge  its  passion-prompted  course. 

While  to  his  breast  the  lovely  loved-one  clings, 
Inlo  one  nnddening  moment  is  the  force 
Of  ail  existence  Hung — and  angel-wings 
Are  borrowed  for  a  time — while  Hymen’s  broe/.c 
Wafis  two  united  spirits’  harmonies. 

And  so  sweet  chains  surround  us  till  we  die, 

And  when  we  die,  we  sleep— we  toil,  we  rest : 
'I’lie  visions  of  life’.s  morning-twilight  lly — 

Orief  cools  the  life-blood  boiling  ir»  our  breast — 
The  buds  arc  blown  away— the  fruit  is  nigh — 

And  man  Ijy  lime’s  strong  urgency  is  press’d. 
Oil,  on  to  labor — duty  must  he  heard  ; 

.‘^he  spcak.s  in  majesty  the  miglUy  wor<l, 

“  Country  !” — the  invailers  on  her  bosom  tread  . 

I’l)  to  the  fiehl — he  stands  among  the  brave; 

His  checks  with  freedom’s  roseate  glow  are  tul, 

And  he  is  there  to  .sink,  or  there  to  save. 

Amidst  the  gliastly  forms  of  death,  no  dread 
Is  his — indilVorent  if  a  hero's  grave 
Or  garland  wail  him — if  he  dies,  or  lives, 

.Some  brighter  pledge  he  to  the  lutiirc  gives. 
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Trembles  ?  He  trembles  os  the  granite  trembles, 
lushed  by  the  waves ;  for  the  courageous  heart 
Hastions  of  brass  around  its  shrines  assembles, 

Which  snap  or  spurn  away  the  6harj}est  dart. 

Dufy  becomes  delight,  toil  joy  resembles, 

And  health  and  bliss  arc  labor's  better  part ; 

While  love  for  lovely  women — and  for  friend 
rriendship—and  tenderness  fjr  children — blend. 

Blend  in  a  beauleoirs  light.  Creation’s  j>o\ver 
Mings  radiance  on  the  soul,  and  leads  it  on, 

Tirm  as  a  column,  through  its  mortal  hour, 

Sirclching  for  higher  recompense.  Anon 
Both  heaven  and  earth  their  benedictions  shower 
On  that  which  is  their  kindred,  and  Imth  won 
Their  own  reflection— -while  its  torch  will  light 
'J  lirongh  the  world’s  darkness  atid  iu  own  dark  t»ighf. 

So  sjx'cd  we— so  we  sink— so  disappear— 

So  fades  our  little  lamp— and  so  we  fade. 

Winter  will  scatter  snow-storms  on  our  bier, 

And  midniglii  mantle  darkness  round  our  head— 
And  graves  will  yawn— and  death,  with  frown  austere. 

Fill  i:p  our  hearts  with  ashes  of  the  dt^ad _ 

And  joy  will  be  a  grief— and  lust  will  pall _ 

And  all  be  tasteless,  hopeless — heartless  ail. 

And  all  life  s  painted  shadows  disappear. 

While  solitude  puls  out  her  frozen  hand 
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To  lead  us,  hapless,  to  that  unknown  sphere 
Which  ignorance  has  called  the  promised  land, 
And  blindness,  peace.  Cold  mistiness  is  there, 
Clouding  around  that  superhuman  band 
Which  shines  like  moonlight  rays  in>on  the  waves, 
And  rears  green  altars  over  mouldering  graves. 

It  may  be — nay  1  it  is — a  sleep  as  sweet 
As  ever  infant  slept.  ’Tis  more  :  to  ho|>e 
Is  nothing — confidence  and  faith  arc  meet 
For  mortals :  there  is  an  eternal  scope 
For  immortality.  When  death  we  greet, 

We  greet  a  resurrection — and  we  ope 
Heaven’s  mansions,  making  room  for  other  inorlaU 
As  death  wafts  our  |)Oor  ashes  through  life’s  portals. 
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SOUND  or  sosa. 

.Miixlc'ii  «tr^iii  haiiKOt  azul,  n'  bA  'a  Djdaloni 

fov  has  its  voice — so  lias  grid  !  There  arc  eloquent  ic-ars ; 
and  deep  sorrows 

Mcli  into  songs — in  the  fields  which  grow  green  the  sweet 
nightingale  sings  ; 

3enius  and  Love  never  meet  but  the  spirit  of  music  is  near 
them  ; 

When  the  heart  speaks,  lend  thine  car— lend  thine  car,  for 
its  language  is  song. 


(  V)3  ) 
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Nt'ktck  Bzcut  k’gycii  c’  la«it :  ^Niiior,  (Irail.i,  IMm  Inii. 
IMxcbui  ail.'i,  'Amur,  Gratia  bajat. 

Kui  . 
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WVELY  LENKA. 


I.cnka  v.'ir  a’  pari  filcit. 

JIk  lingers  on  llic  ocean  shore, 

The  seaman  in  his  boat; 

Tlic  water-spirirs  music  o’er 
The  ruffled  wave  doth  float# 

**  Maiden  of  beauty  !  counselled  be, 

The  tempest  wakes  from  out  the  sea.” 

I  may  not  stay,”  the  maiden  cried, 

”  Tho*  loud  (he  tempest  blow; 

That  meadow  on  the  water  side— 

That  cottage — bids  me  go. 

That  sltady  grove,  that  murmurs  near, 
Invites  me — he  I  love  is  there.” 

”  The  wave  is  higit — the  storm  is  loud, 
And  dangers  rise  anon,”— 

”  but  ho{X!  sits  smiling  on  the  cloud, 
Storms  drive  the  vessel  on. 

And  joy  and  sorrow  both  convey 
Man’s  mortal  bark  along  its  way.” 

Into  the  seaman’s  boat  she  stepi. 

The  helm  the  seaman  took  ; 

The  storming  billows  fiercely  swept. 
And  all  the  horizon  shook. 
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The  maiJen  spoke — **  Ye  fears,  be  gone  ! 
The  storm-wind  drives  the  vessel  on.” 

O  maiden  !  darker  is  the  sky, 

And  fiercer  is  the  wind ; 

Alas  !  there  is  no  harbour  nigh, 

No  refuge  can  wc  find. 

A  whirlpool  is  the  angry  sea, 

It  will  cngulph  both  thee  and  me.” 

”  No,  seaman  !  fortune  always  shone 
And  still  will  shine  on  me  ; 

.Soon  will  the  stormy  clouds  be  gone. 

And  sunbeams  caln)  the  sea. 

And  evening  bring  the  promised  dove, 

And  evening  guide  me  to  my  love.” 

She  turned  her  to  the  distant  strand, 
file  stood  Upon  the  8|)ot)  — 

In  sweet  delirium  stretched  her  hand, 

And  winds  and  waves  forgot. 

.So  is  love’s  spirit  overfraught 
Witli  love’s  intensity  of  thought. 

lie  stood— a  statue  on  the  shore, 

A  pale — ice-hardened  form  : 

The  billows  battling  more  arid  more. 

And  louder  waxed  the  storm, 

(  ’louds — waves,  all  mingled— and  the  Injat 
Its  scattered  planks  asunder  lloat. 
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AVIicrc  is  sIjc  ?  Ask  Ihc  slorm  !  for  he 
No  single  tear  has  shed  ; 

And  he  ?  Go  ask  the  silent  sea — 

Its  ccIjocs  answer  **  Dead  !” 

I  held  communion  with  its  waves, 

Ilut  could  not  find  the  lovers’  graves. 
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IK)AT  SONO. 

r 

l.'IU'iti  csoliilikoiiib.iii. 

O’j’H  ih*  unslcady  wavelets 
I  my  boat  sped, 

Heard  the  crane's  wing  (Inttcrin 
Over  my  head ; 

'I'hou,  heaven's  pilgrim,  Hying 
O’er  land  and  sea, 

Would  it  were  iny  privilcg«! 

To  fly  with  lliee. 

Wisely  art  ihon  BCck  ing 
Some  fairer  clime, 

Springtide's  vernal  beauties, 
Summer's  bright  lime ; 

Tliy  blest  track  I  follow, 

Willi  thee  T roam, 

Seek  a  better  country 
And  a  sweet  home. 

Seek  a  home  of  sweetness 
'Neath  heaven’s  blue, 

Wlu’ie  no  winter  darken’^, 

No  noisome  dew  ; 
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Where  nrc  lovely  rninl>o»v» 
Mn<le  by  l)opc  hrighi, 

Morning  waking  morning, 
Glorious  in  light. 

Thro*  the  verdant  branchci, 

Soft  west-winds  ligh ; 

Ncor  my  hut  n  streamlet 
Glides  gently  by. 

Doat  I  may  God  be  with  thee — 
Thou  stormy  strand ! 

See  my  sweet  one  calls  me, 
Waving  her  hand. 

O’er  tb*  unsteady  wavelou, 

I  my  boat  8j)cd, 

Heard  the  crane’s  wing  tlntlcrin'» 
Over  my  head; 

I’ly,  thou  heavenly  pilgrim, 

O'er  earth  and  sea, 

Hut  my  fate  forbids  mo 
'I'o  fly  with  thee. 
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TO  FANCY. 

CoMF,  briglil-cycd  Fancy,  smiling,  and  unlock  mo 
'I  hosc  dreamy  regions  where  thou  reignest  yci ; 

In  ihy  bright  cradle  curtain  me  and  rock  me. 

As  Venus  rocks  young  Cupid,  her  sweet  pet. 

As  through  life’s  dark  and  solitary  forest 
I  tread,  surround  me  witli  thy  balmy  air; 

I.cl  the  glad  notes  of  mclo<ly  thou  |)ouresi, 
lie  like  the  nightingales'  that  warble  there. 

Dreaming  upon  thy  lap,  I  call  the  maiden 
Mine,  who  is  mine  no  longer— and  am  blest ; 

Dreaming  upon  thy  lap— though  sorrow-laden, 

I  find  in  silent  tears  the  thought  of  rest, 

’I’hou  misery’s  burden  wcndrously  dost  lighten. 

And  minglcst  joy  with  such  creative  jwwcr, 

'J  hat  shadow’d  doubu,  to  hoj>c,  to  rapture,  brighten, 
And  patience  dawivs  U|>on  the  troubled  hour. 

A  dark  blue  veil  upon  the  fultire  lowers, 

And  hides  my  coming  d«>om — in  vain  I  ga/.e; 

While  from  my  heart  a  (lame  of  light  upiowers, 
Flinging  its  ndianco  o’er  departed  day^- 
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The  present’s  narrow  limits  swifily  widen, 

And  joy  drives  sorrow  from  the  path  of  life  ; 

Sweet  roses  bloonj  beneath  iny  feel  unbidden, 
While  beauty  takes  the  scat  of  woe  and  si  rife. 

Then  come  the  sylphids  on  their  downy  pinions 
Then  bows  Favonius  from  Ins  cloudy  throne; 

Joy  builds  a  slninc  in  the  green  earth’s  dominio 
And  I  hang  smiling  o’er  my  loving  one. 

So  lives  the  butterfly — amidst  the  blisses 
Of  the  fresfi  breeze  enamour’d — on  his  bliss ; 

So — the  sweet  lij)s  of  balmy  flowers  he  kisses, 
Flowers  that  give  back  again  his  eager  kiss. 


(  I'il  ) 


TOTH  LASZI.O. 

iioHN  — nu:i» 


'IuvIh  ii)tltuiiak  ibolyiVui 

*S  Ic  dal  lull  liattyi'iki^nt  /cngi'l  fclcltck, 

Siriak  (>okaii,  ulitak  iiiliid  kik  :</i’ri'tick, 

\S  kotaii  iK'indltak  ^(lo.i  nikald. 

IVlbriJlad  n*  Hello  n^v*  tUkah, 

A'  lid-iek  teUl  PliariHxkeiit  ve/edek, 

Magan  iciigtAkbeii  lidijald  rcpedlek, 

’.S  c.<ak  ii’  Mitelbf  Klrja  karjabl. 

ll.triiioiil.Va  Ifdi'k  /eogi'inoiiyld, 

A'  /»/etleniuek  Ivliull  |M)r*biliur>c 
•  • 

U'tdil/vc  liogy  kiWiii)e(  lt^bl<r  uc  liiiir'te. 
S/firiiyakia  keltck  li.tjiiallu  rcuirn\l<l 
D.igadt  kebledl*<»l  n/rC  ful)t-«*iick<  d 
’S  id  a*  lion  olt  Mi'i/.'ad  font  dijt  iiekoil. 

l\l»\  U’NM  /  V. 
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(iODDKss  or  vorrri. 


htlvAiIck,  kfgyc*  A»z*/4mi). 


(Joi)j)KS6  l^cnignanl— Hcr«i’s  Icvnly  daughter 
iicbc  !  rcwardor  tlioii  of  tkcdn  horoic — 

Hfldc  of  Ilcracki — Ijc  who  in  Olympus 
Gloriously  won  ihcc. 

1‘misc  waits  on  ihcc — who  on  the  Gods  oul|)oiircst 
IJIcssirigs — thy  ncclar  gives  renewing  iM.-auty  ; 
Kindling  fresh  life  for  him  to  whom  thy  goblet, 
Sniiling,  thou  givest, 

Jove  is  immortal ;  but  as  years  roll  onw'ards, 

Joyous  he  drinks  of  the  perfumed  ambrosia  ; 

Nectar  of  heaven — though  by  thy  fair  hand  profl’ercd, 
/cus  despiseth. 

Tour  it  for  me,  for  me,  beloved  Goddcxs ! 

Give  me  some  drops  of  tby  delicious  nedar ; 

Joyfu!  I’ll  wing  me,  for  departure  reads', 

IC'en  in  youth’s  spring-time. 
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TUI-  PLAVI  UL 

I  WAR  n  l)oy,  and  a  lioaniiful  maul  was  my  iVicnd  and 
companion ; 

llcrs  was  I  ilicn— hut  no  passion  had  ycl  been  aroused  in 
our  l)rca.sts. 

I>ovc  found  us  sj)orling,  and  Jlnng  his  smiles  and  his 
glances  ns  wonted. 


Kj’ds:  'o  riAii;i  i^YMiiAiin.w 

\\u7^  trt  uy  x'.vfaw  Tivu,  y.u\  iijiu.uri/ 

V  i  it'jT;  liCirciiif,  K'a\  ^rvunut'j'AVi  zu'.irru.: 


A*  .lA'rsz^)  KUOS/. 

Kr.Y  lyanynak  vohnm  gyermek  Itltemrc  bnraija, 

'.S  d  a/,  enyern  :  s/.ivi'mk  ncm  ludascinmi  lii/et. 
Kiij>ris/  gycrmckc  jatszva  talah’.s  kdrt  i^yajasan  egykor ; 

•  'I’lic  (irc'fk  coiujidi'nioiH  lit  'rotli  li.isc  I.fiu  nuu  li  a(liuir('<l, 
.111(1  I  t.ikc  tlil.H  rici'a-doii  t<i  Kivc  llic  oiii^iiial  ul  one  of  tliciii,  wit.'j 
lii>  .M.ji,'y:n-  vcj  >iioM. 
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**  Friends  1  may  n  stranger/’  he  said — **  may  a  stranger 
take  part  in  your  sports?” 

”  Come  r*  cried  we  both ;  but  the  sports  lliat  he  taught  us 
were  speedily  alter’d ; 

Loving  together  we  played,  but  childish  companions  no 
more. 


-fffATy  uy  tjTtiTO. 

cCy  rly  natV,  S  Zt  malyyiu  Kuitu  ZtZu^u^ 

"llfiur^ty  <fn>Jay  ilf  t^y  ij/xirifay. 


Fngednok  kbztunk  jfiiszani  ot  idegent. 

Klfogaddk  :  do  ozonnal  «  jat^kra  tanitoit, 

’»S  j:'U5z/ink  iiifir  szcrctok,  ncm  esupa  tarjak  egyutt. 


(  1<5  >  ) 
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Csak  hicid  inczct  c'  gyciii^'c  viragtiak. 
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Lovi-'S  ri:.sTi\'Ar.. 

Tiikuk  are  dark  clouds  upgadiercd  in  llic  hcavcii>, 

And  the  full  moon  tan  hardly  look  them  llnough  ; 

All  nature  sleeps,  wrapp’d  round  in  misty  dew, 

And  the  stars  shine  not,  while  in  slumber’s  arms 
All  find  rcpo:e  ;  life’s  heavy  load  forgot. 

All  ?  No  !  I  in  the  green  shade  Nhiinhcr  not ; 

Tor  a  transporting  hope  holds  nil  my  soul, 

Hound  me  the  fragrant  clouds  of  Jasmines  roll. 

’Twas  here — ’iwas  here  she  8|)okc  at  eventide  ; 

Here  said,  Farewell !  And  will  she  come  again 
When  fair  Chitona  fdls  her  lamp  } — In  vain 
1  wait — that  lamp  is  fdlcd.  Where  tarries  she  ? 
Impatience,  weary  of  her  lingering,  stands, 

And  doubt  comes  on  the  niind  o’crwhclmingly. 

She  comes  !  she  comes  !— I  hear  the  riistling  Icavi's 
Nay,  ’twas  the  trembling  which  my  sighs  awaken, 

As  gliding  thro*  the  branches  idly  sliakcn  ; 

They  rouse  delusive  thought,  which  only  grieves. 
What,  what  forbids  her  to  these  arms  to  lice  ! 

Why  would  she  make  of  love  a  mockery  ? 

Why  will  she  tridc  with  my  misery  ?  Why  ? 

O  ye  warm-breathings  of  iny  Irosom— plaints 
th  deepest-drawn  eniolion— luistcn — fly — 
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Break  on  licr  proud  repose — arouse  and  mcli 
Her  frozen  sympalliics — awake,  inspire 
Tlic  sleeping  passion,  ihc  concealed  desire, 

And  make  her  feel  what  I  so  long  have  felt. 

Wljal !  do  I  feel  those  round  and  beauicous  arms, 
White  as  the  snows,  enfolding  me  ?  ’Tis  thou  ! 

O  thou  art  pouring  streams  of  transjiorl  now, 

And  iny  heart  beats  ’gainst  thine — O  how  it  heats! 
The  raptures  of  thy  spirit  mine  repeats — 

And  misery  flics  from  mine  exalted  brow. 

From  thy  Bwcel  looks  what  peace  and  calmness  (low  ! 
The  clouds  arc  all  departing, 

And  from  thine  eyes  a  flame  of  beauty  darting, 
Kindles  the  stars.  The  heaven’s  bright  blue 
Smiles  like  a  l.otos  (lower,  and  nightingales 
I'loat  their  rich  harmonies. 

While  odorous  (low’r-ssvccts  hang  amid^t  the  trees. 
And  bilvcr-voiccs,  in  tunctl  madrigals. 

Hang  on  the  wings  of  love,  breathing  delight ; 

All  joy  and  blessings  all — while  this  sweet  place 
Anadiomen’fi  lomplo  is — to  lull 
Our  spirits  to  a  rest  so  hoaulliul. 

That  here  we  may  buiM  up  that  leuiple  bright 
Where  love’s  best  intense  shall  the  altar  grace. 
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THE  IXOWKa-CJATIIKREK. 


Kidded  vlr<ig05. 

Tiic  lovely  Chloc  plucks  a  rose 
From  the  gay  garden  where  it  grows. 
And  from  its  cup  a  wild  bee  flew, 
Which  from  her  lips  drank  honey  too, 
I  heard  it  whisper,  “This  perfume 
Is  sweeter  far  than  flowVct’s  bloom.” 
J3c  gone,  I  say,  thou  miscreant  bee  ! 
That  odorous  cup  is  not  for  thee ; 

T1  lose  lips  arc  sacred  unto  one ; 

Those  sweets  distill’d  for  me  alone. 
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MV  WISH. 

'Aon*  bcrkcibcii  zaj  iiclkill  lolvjoiwil  iluin. 

Tuanquii.  i«y  love  sljall  glide  o’er  ilie  pastures  Aonian, 

Like  to  the  crystal  stream  by  verdant  myrtles  o’ersbaded ; 

Tlio’  a  dark  cloud  sometimes  may  spread  o’er  heaven  its 
mantle. 

Love,  like  the  sun,  shall  chase  its  fugitive  darkness ;  and 
calmly 

Wailing  the  end,  I'll  look  with  thcerful  eye  on  the  future. 

Sinking  at  last  in  peace  in  the  lovely  arms  of  the  maiden, 

.S]>rings  on  my  grave  shall  wake  their  ever-reviving 
beauties, 

Sweet  forget-me-not  shall  bloom  where  my  body  |■c|)oses. 
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'JO  MV  I-AIIl  ONJi. 


Hog)  t<z6iliiU  vUlamot,  b.'ir  uiojolyogjoii  a*  mciiay. 

'I’liAT  lieavcn  with  smiles  sends  lightning  flashc-s  out. 
No  one  wlio  sees  thy  lips  and  eyes  can  doubt. 
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Tllli  MISTAKi:. 

'I’m:  8|)riii"  U  come!  the  spring  is  conic!  I  licnrd  the 
niglitingalo  rejoice ; 

List  to  Ills  warbllngs.  0  deceit  !  it  was  my  I-oHis’  silver 
voice. 


(  >72) 


VOllOSMARTY  MIMAL. 

BOIIS  1800. 

YOriiiiiMrty'A  Lchtungcii  gchOrcii  zu  ticn  fucrkwurdIgxU'ii  Kr- 
idiMiiigcii  ill  dor  iiouoni  Ungriachen  LUu  ratur. 

SciiEUEL,  trh,  1825,  p.  207. 
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LOVKLY  MAID. 

HA,  va«y  h.ab,  vagy  c.illlag  ri-inlik. 

la’T  snow,  or  star,  or  wavelet. 

In  the  valley’s  depth  that  plays 
’Tis  neither — but  a  meteor 
That  sparkles— llial  betrays. 

Neither  snow,  nor  star,  nor  wavelet, 
h  crown’d  with  ringlet  hair ; 

Dut  a  maiden  crown'd  with  ringlets, 
Dathes  in  the  streamlet  there. 

With  grace  licyond  expression 
She  l)Ows  her  lovely  head  ; 

Her  hand  holds  up  a  flow’rct, 

Ily  those  sweet  waters  fed. 

The  wind  is  whispering  secrets 
Into  that  maiden’i  car ; 

'I’lic  branches  trembling  round  her, 
Seem  all  attracted  near. 

How  swiftly  would  I  bend  mo. 

Were  I  but  one  ofthc.se  ! 

How  fondly  would  I  ki.ss  her. 

Were  1  a  heavenly  bree/o ! 


>JICHARf.  VdUoSJIAnTV. 


Around  licr  beauteous  mcmbcfs, 
Delighted  6shcs  play ; 

The  rivulet,  hush’d  to  silence, 
Long  tarries  on  its  way. 

Still  longer  should  I  tarry, 

Were  I  tl)at  silent  stream  ; 

]3ut  midst  those  fish  to  revel, 
Would  be  the  bliss  supreme. 

Ne’er  would  I  leave  those  waters, 
Where  tread  that  maiden’s  feet ; 

Dut  kiss  and  kiss  untiring, 

And  die  in  bliss  so  sweet. 

Hut  how  !  my  eyes  deceive  me  ; 
This  dream — tho*  bright  it  be — 

Is  but  a  mortal  likeness 
Of  one  less  fair  than  she. 

As  in  her  beauteous  shadow, 

All  earthly  beauties  fade ; 

.So  fades  the  maid’s  fair  shadow, 
Heforc  the  fairer  maid. 

’Twas  but  a  feeble  picture, 

’Twas  but  a  shadow  rude. 

That  playing  in  the  wavelets. 

In  maiden  beauty  stood. 
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l  ar  lovelier  in  her  sorrow, 

On  llic  ocean  slrand  afar, 

She  stood— of  love  nnd  fecllno: 
The  more  llian  magic-star. 
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CSERnAI^OM. 

Ncnia  borot;rn»al  nu'py  az  6»Vor*  lolkc,  roluttcil. 

EXTRACT. 

Round  titcc  the  soul  of  titc  past  in  the  sltadowy  va))ors  of 
silence, 

Cscrhalom  I  wanders.  Thou  needst  no  pillars  of  bronze  in 
thy  memory ; 

Thou  art  a  pillar  thyself- a  mountain  of  victory  and  battle. 

Nature  thee  reared  in  her  might  and  her  majesty — building 

Piles  o’er  ephemeral  dust.  No  fugitive  record  of  mortals 

Thou,  for  thy  head  low’r*  aloft,  and  will  tow’r,  through  all 
agee  undying — 

Record  and  witness  to  tell  of  the  fame  of  our  valorous 
fathers, 

Arpad’a  dominions  were  pcril’d  in  Solomon’s  dangerous 
rule-lime; 

Still  it  stood  firm  and  unshaken— in  strength  of  unperish¬ 
ing  manhood’s 

Heroes  undaunted  ;  and  most  in  the  happier  days  of  their 
concord ; 

Countless  their  enemies’  graves,  as  countless  their  cnemi«-s’ 
armies. 
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Mkc  a  (all  rock,  that  towers  from  the  earth  with  a  cloublo- 
crowuM  summit, 

Rcachintj  to  hoav’n — from  the  east  and  from  west  rcachitti; 
t)|)war(ls  to  licnvcn ; 

Stiiisiiine  and  day  on  its  sides,  while  its  brow  iso’erturban’d 
in  darkness  ; 

Round  it  the  lighining  plays  till  weary,  like  innocent 
cliildhood  ; 

I'ixcd  are  its  roots  in  llic  earth,  in  its  greatness  and  gran¬ 
deur  reposing : 

•Such  was  the  land  of  Arpad,  and  the  storms  and  the  tlash- 
Ings  of  danger 

Roll’d  nnmolfstingly  by — all  harmless  the  rage  and  the 
thunder. 

'J’hcn  with  his  annlcs  went  forth,  like  the  hght-giving  hcant 
of  the  noontide, 

•Solomon  Kind,  with  twain  of  the  noblest  and  choictsl  of 
heroes, 

liehVs  descendants — wise  CIt'zn,  and  he  of  the  battle-axe, 
Lae/ld  — 

L'l'-v.ld  the  terrible ;  both  seemed  bright  as  the  blessing  of 
heaven. 

Courage  and  power  were  theirs,  and  the  union  of  tempe¬ 
rate  prudence 

Shielded  the  land  from  (he  day  of  precipitate  fall  and  p’r- 
dition. 

l.ingcring  is  tiow  the  course  of  the  struggle  of  Sajo  aud 
Mohacs ; 

•N 
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Tears  flow  forth  from  the  eyes  of  the  noblest  son  of  his 
country, 

Laszld.  Doth  Laszld  tremble? — the  brave,  the  terrible 
Laczlb  ? 

Cserhalom!  ihy  proud  brow  is  the  proudest  summit  of 
triumph. 

Prince  of  the  Kunians,  OzQl — now  where,  willi  thy  |)as- 
sionate  legions  ? 

Backwards  thy  banners  arc  blown  with  Uie  breath  of  the 
north  wind  chilling : 

Thrice  hath  thy  steed  wheeled  round — he  will  not  l>car 
thee  onward. 

Look!  for  the  birds  of  prey  arc  screaming  frightfully  o’er 
thee, 

Gathering  together  in  crowds — the  famishing  broods  arc 
impatient. 

Waiting  to  feed  their  fill  of  thy  multitudinous  warriors  ; 

Lo !  how  tliey  hasten  now !  for  their  glorious  fcstiwl 
longing. 

There,  as  the  wolf  invades  the  fold  of  the  shepherd,  and 
ruthless 

Plunders,  ravages,  raves,  ’midst  the  terror-struck  flocks,  till 
the  sheep-dogs 

Howl  in  the  distance,  the  dogs  with  the  spike-girded  col¬ 
lars — the  shepherd 

Steps  o’er  the  threshold,  excited,  the  terrified  robber  pur¬ 
suing,— 


MICHAEL  VonoSMAmY. 


170 


So  in  their  mtirdorous  purpose  the  cneiny  canre,  and  Nyerseg 

Itivagcd.  Their  footsteps  of  violence  crushed  all  the  fruits 
of  the  Theiss,  while 

lllood  s|)outcd  forth  on  her  sands.  Bihar  saw  the  terrible 
rtiins— 

Saw— ’ivvas  too  late:  death  sat  on  the  gloom-cover’d  brows 
of  the  valiant ; 

Cifcy-headetl  men  o*cr  the  dead  sigh’d  despairingly ;  nil 
their  life-currents 

Flow'd  like  a  slow  stream  of  bitterness.  Babes  on  their 
cradles  disorder’d, 

Wept  in  their  innocent  woe ;  their  mothers,  Ozfil’s  cruel 
bandits 

Led  bound  in  cords:  heavy  cltaiim  they  fetter’d  on  youths 
and  on  maidens, 

Driv’n  into  slavery — slavery  hopeless  of  any  redemption. 

There  was  old  Iwnyci  shorn  of  his  fortune — one  treasure, 
one  only ; 

She  of  the  auburn  hair— h'telke — I’lMkc  the  lovely : 

Nay !  not  Hielkc — how  hollow  and  lunvy  the  sound  of 
**  Biclke ! 

“  O,  had  I  delved  thy  grave,  had  I  made  thee  a  bed  on  the 
silent 

Bosom  of  earth,  I  had  known  it !  If  whelmed  in  the  stream 
of  the  Danube, 

Borne  on  the  fawn-color’d  waters,  pursued  by  an  army  of 
lisiies, 

Still  1  luad  known  it !  If,  gather’d  in  desolate  sadness  and 
sorrows, 

N  -J 
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Youilis  round  thy  dcatli-couch  were  crowdc<),  still,  still - 

Shall  iny  spirit 

Sink  in  despair  ?  No !  I’ll  suflbr  and  breathe  resignation. 

blessed  be  God!— I  look  round  me— 1  look — but  mine 
eyes  can  see  nothing. 

Loudly  I  call — and  I  hear  but  the  echoes.  Tears  fall  on 
my  bosom. 

Groaning  I  ask,  Doth  a  Go<l  still  dwell  in  the  precincts  of 
heaven — 

One  who  old  Ernyei  bears  and  pities?  Or,  visiting 
error, 

Awfully  flings  he  bis  bolts  at  the  sins  which  stand  blazing 
before  him  ?” 

So  mourned  the  wretched  old  man,  and  bucklc-d  al>out  him 
his  weapons, 

Trembling.  The  King  rises  up;  and  the  fame-covered 
children  of  Jlcia 

On  to  the  field — ’twas  in  haste  and  in  gloom — they  were 
girded  for  battle. 

Round  the  hill,  like  clouds,  the  hosts  of  (>/.fd  were  col¬ 
lected  : 

lie,  ’ncath  gorgeous  lent,  was  laid  on  magnificent  cnrjKts: 

Under  his  feet  was  his  club;  at  his  head  was  the  battle 
trumpet ; 

Stuck  on  his  spear  his  cap  ;  but  his  sword  to  his  side  was 
belted ; 

I  inn  in  his  terrible  hand  the  sheath :  around  him  singers 
and  dancers 
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Sj.oricd,  and  spread  ihc  sp.oil ;  wijilc  sad  and  beautiful 
woineu 

Sung  of  Ozfd’s  proud  fenis,  and  llic  liorriblc  days  of  car¬ 
nage. 

Udugcr’s  sor»  alone,  llie  stately  one,  Arbocz,  Hcornful 

Stood  in  the  crowd,  and  (lung  his  hate  and  his  pride  around 
him. 

lie,  like  the.  eagle  watching  the  tin:orous  brood,  seems  to 
linger 

Most  when  most  longing  to  pounce  on  the  prey.  In  the 
silent 

Hnplurc  of  joy  and  of  fear  in  the  circle  he  stood,  where 
approaching, 

lair  us  a  statue  of  marble,  I*!n'lkc,  the  hrown-hair’d,  I  lie 
lovely 

Near’d.  She  looked  round,  if  the  dust  of  the  [ilain  by  the 
army  of  I.as7.1d 

Hose — if  her  father  were  there  with  the  well-known,  the 
wind-dapping  banners. 

All,  all  was  silence — all  silence — e,\copt  the  loud  tones  of 
the  mirthful 

(jlirdlifig  thy  limits,  (.’scrhaloin  !  and  echo  returned  tlu* 
rrj  uciug-. 

Laszld  appear’d  not  then — the  wind-llapping  banner  ap¬ 
pear’d  not. 

Held  by  her  father  aloft  :  but,  many  a  youthful  one  greet¬ 
ing, 

.Arhocz  ap|)roach’d,  uho'C  eye  \\a-.>lill  lixed  on  ih*-  lace  ol 
the  iiiaid'  u. 
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I’irsl  wa8  llic  silence  broke  by  the  voice  of  the  dark-cyal 
K<Klor : 

“  CcnutcoiM  is  I  he  swan,  when  calmly  from  heaven  de¬ 
scending 

Towards  his  well-loved  home  from  foreign  and  distant 
waters : 

(Gracefully  glides  he  on  o'er  his  natural  lake,  while  above  him 

Moon  and  stars  scatter  round  their  exquisite  light-rays  of 
silver. 

'n  loii,  O  Dongcr's  fortunate  son !  the  maiden  is  far  more 
lovely ; 

Whiter  her  breast  than  the  snowy  down  of  the  swan’s 
snowy  bosom. 

See,  she  wccjw,  she  weeps.  Go,  Arbocz— the  tciirs  of  tiko 
motirner 

Dry;  on  her  brows  sits  hot  sweat— and  see,  for  her  fore¬ 
head  is  burning.” 

Trowningly  look’d  the  son  of  Hunger,  the  stately  one, 
Arbocz : 

“  Light-lhoughtcd  K<Klor !  enough  of  such  S|X)rtivc  and 
frivolous  language ; 

Words  such  ns  tlrine  may  provoke — I  can  bear  them  on 
instant — no  longer.” 

Kodor  retired ;  but  there  tan>c  a  legion  of  Iwistcroos  com¬ 
rades  : 

One  thus  laughingly  spake:  ”  Arboa,  I  pray,  if  thou  love 
me, 

Sell  me  OIK!  smile  of  the  prisonci.  She  luriib— O  how 
lovely  her  motions ! 
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Covering  her  brow  —  what  a  languishing  look!  what  n 
beautiful  figure  ! 

I’lxquisitc  grace  when  she  stirs  !— ’tis  tlie  beautiful  bend  of 
the  wavelet. 

Speaks  she  1  Ten  pieces  of  gold  would  I  give  for  each 
word  that  she  utters, 

(Jive  me  her  smile,  and  I’ll  give  thee  my  bow  with  the 
costly  ndornings,” 

Arboex,**  another  cried — ‘Vthou  foolish  one!  leave  me 
nn  instint 

Resting  beneath  the  shade  of  tier  auburn  hair,  and  my 
spirit 

More  shall  joy  than  to  steal  the  pearls  of  a  thousand  oceans.** 

Then  a  third  appear’d  and  began :  Thou  art  far  loo 

nighty; 

I  alone  deserve  an  exquisite  word  to  utter. 

Maiden  !  thou  dost  right  well  not  to  hide  thy  feet  so  lovely; 

lleautiful  they  as  the  piles  of  the  foam  which  the  wind 
awakens ; 

Happy  indeed  were  I,  could  1  bow  me  down  and  kiss 
them. 

May  I  not  watch  the  print  of  her  cx()uisilc  footsteps,  Ar- 
bocz  } 

Flints  she  leaves  in  the  sands ;  on  my  shield  I'll  engrave 
them,  and  bear  them 

Over  the  earth  till  I  fin<l  a  maiden  whose  fx)t-prinl  shall 
match  them,” 

Dember  the  alroiig,  Czika’s  son,  was  of  ail  llic  most  met- 
llcsonie  y«)Uth  tlieir  ; 
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Ros)  liis  cliccks,  wliilo  liis  locks  fell  in  lighl-color’cl  shocks 
oil  his  shoulders ; 

.Slender  nnd  (all  was  his  form ;  his  glance  was  a  sharp- 
pointed  dagger ; 

.Stormy  his  soul  when  (he  flame  flashctl  forth  of  the  goo<l 
nnd  (he  lovely. 

l  orward  he  sprung — saw  the  maul — wtis  astounde<l — an«l 
eloquent  language 

Ilursl  unprepared  from  his  li])s:  “  Heaven  certainly  means 
to  chastise  thee, 

Arbocz,  who  stcalest  its  gems— or  (ho  maid  steals  its  U'auty 
from  heaven—  , 

I'unishcd  on  earth  for  n  while.  ^  No  woman  e’er  hore  such 
n  beauty ; 

Milk  never  fed  her ;  she  drank  alone  tlie  ambrosia  of  lulen. 

Hroczcs  play  timidly  round  her,  ntid  exquisite  dews  of  the 
morning 

Damp  her  fair  checks,  which  nrc  fairer — .aye,  fairer  hy  far, 
llian  Aurora’s, 

Aurora's  that  blush  with  deep  hues  of  shame  and  of  jealousv 
mingl.il. 

l.iMik  on  her  eye— it  has  nought  that  is  carilily  — 'tis  like  a 
black  fragment 

Torn  from  the  midnight,  and  flung  on  the  suii’k  hurning 
eonire.j  Its  glory 

Not  brighter  than  that  of  her  glances.  S|M?ak,  Arlxic/.  !— 
from  morning  I’ll  pray  thee; 

Ihing  lin  e  the  Min  and  tlte  touhes  of  h'.avon  to  pnreha'C 
lh('  maiden  ; 
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She  is  IDV  life-giving  il;\y-llglil — boyoiul  l»cr  nil  shadows 
nnd  darkness — 

Darkness  nnd  nothingness  nil.”  Hut  the  maiden  stood 
lrend»ling  in  sorrow. 

Arhoez  tow’rM  iij)  creel  o’er  the  crowd  ;  he  look’d  on  them 
fiercely  ; 

Hair  nnshealh’d  his  sword  while  he  sj><*kc  :  “  Arc  ye  more  ? 
Have  yi:  finish’d  ? 

Ikihhlers!  what  would  ye?  Have  I  — have  I  interrn|tted 
your  pleasures  } 

NN’Iiy  uill  ye  weary  the  cars  with  yonr  childish  and  spirii- 
les.s  j  .ratile  ^ 

JTing  yoin  selves  olV — far  too  long  have  I  home  ye:  nml, 
idle  ones  !  listen  : 

One — aye,  one  single  word  more  (»f  suth  insolent  jeers, 
and  ’twerc  heller, 

I’ar  h«  iler,  the  jeerer  from  hirth  had  1k\h  blind  and  hoen 
dunih  ;  for  I'll  smile  him 

W  ith  hlii.diie'S  and  sp«  eehletbn( :.s  hue  on  ihe  sp'  t  where 
he  sjiorls  w ith  hir  insult'^.” 

Said*— and  the  \onths  i;:tlln'r’d  round  the  intemperate,  pas- 
sion.ate  stoi  lu  i  : 

Demla'r  held  I.et  his  sword.  Arl.oc/.  ins  liai.ingne  had  hut 
eialed 

\\  hen  llic  proial  O/t'd  raiiie  jorvNanl,  and  glanenl  at  the 
maiden  : 

*•  1 1  uly, ’tw:is  noi  m  vain  Arhow  m  thr  h.mlt -li  iit'.  t.iruL’d ; 

He  guilds  a  he.iulilul  In.isufe.  Ip.i  Ini  n*  ihe  W"id  •»! 

I  )/u|  H'lW. 
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Give  the  maiden  to  me— and  instead,  take  my  daughter, 
young  Zejc ; 

Kich  is  she  in  song,  and  bright  as  the  brightest  starlet ; 

SoAer  is  she  than  dew— and  never  has  slept  on  man's 
bosom. 

Five  good  battle  steeds  of  the  strongest,  swiAcst,  and 
youngest. 

Saddled,  with  gold  and  with  riches  caparison’d,  cheerfully 
give  I. 

This — yes,  and  more,  will  I  give  to  the  fortunate  hero  who 
wins  her.” 

SwiA  did  Biingcr’s  son,  the  stately  one,  Arbocz,  answer : 

**  Victory-crown *d  OzOl  I  I  give  thee  all  thanks  and  all 
honor ; 

Great  is  thy  favor  to  me — to  me,  last  and  least  of  thy 
heroes — 

O/Tcring  thy  Zoje,  Forgive  my  rejection :  in  vain  from 
the  maiden 

Strive  i  to  tear  my  lieart;  my  heart  she  hath  steadfastly 
fetter'd. 

Noble  thy  gi  As,  I  own ;  thy  presents  well  worthy  of  princes ; 

^ct,  could  thy  liattic  steeds  fly  os  swiA  as  the  swiA  winds 
of  heaven — 

Were  the  trappings  of  gold  pluck'd  forth  from  the  stars  of 
the  concave. 

Dazzling  and  glorious— in  vain  were  they  weigh’d  in  ex¬ 
change  for  the  maiden. 

If  ever  dishearten  d  in  Kutlc  llioii  find  me,  produce  her— 
my  courage 
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Will  wake  nnd  be  worlliy  of  thee,”  Thus  Arbocz.  Then 
nnswerM  the  hero, 

“  True,  thou  art  proud ;  but  thy  pride  sliall  enkindle  no 
hatred  towards  thee : 

Still,  if  thou  long  for  the  strife,  being  far  more  imprudent 
than  valiant, 

Know  that  my  arm  sliall  overwhelm  thee,  and  give  the  fair 
maid  to  my  servant.’* 

“  Never !”  crictl  Arbocz — nnd,  stinging  with  passion,  he 
started  nnd  seized  his 

Sword,  while  his  rage  brought  blood  to  his  eye-balls,  glaring 
with  fury. 

O/i’d  withdrew  with  the  youths.  And  such  were  the  pk‘a- 
sant  discussions 

(lathering  the  ^KHipIc  together,  liy  Ernyei’s  truinp-call 
n'seinbled, 

Solomon’s  armies  came  ;  in  might  with  the  troops  of  the 
monarch, 

Cu'z-a  was  there,  and  the  mighty  one,  I.as2lo :  in  furious 
disorder 

I’our’d  they,  a  river  resistless,  o’er  llihnr’s  all  desolate 
l>ordcrs. 

Arl)0cz  grew  calm  at  last,  though  vexation  was  rife  within 
him : 

.^j)rending  round  him  a  mantle  light,  o’er  his  shield  the 
striped  skin  of  the  tiger, 

'I  hcn  ho  dried  the  tears  of  the  maiilen  with  gentle  endear¬ 
ment  ; 
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Low  at  licr  feet  he  sal,  pouring  words  of  love  and  of  com¬ 
fort. 

Once  did  the  maiden  ope  her  pure  and  rose-tinged  lips, 
wliich 

Breathed  such  beautiful  tones,  that  the  very  breezes  caugtu 
them : 

**  Hero  !  tliou  werl  begot  by  a  strong  and  generous  father ; 

Born  of  a  joyous  mother  at  morning’s  loveliest  dawning. 

Thou,  thou  didst  grieve  me  not;  thou  lettedst  not  others 
grieve  me ; 

Soothing  the  prisoner’s  pang,  and  casing  the  chains  of 
hondago. 

So,  wljcn  I  utter  prayer,  and  sink  at  the  Deity’s  footstool, 

All  thy  fottdcst  hopes  sltall  mingle  with  my  petitions. 

Thee  would  I  preserve  in  the  bloody  {Ktrib  of  battle  ; 

Thee,  from  the  edge  of  the  sword.  Let  thy  destiny  keep 
thee  from  t)eril. 

Hither,  0  hither,  approach  not.  The  lioness  rearing  her 
cubs,  the 

Dragon  tljat  wastes  the  south,  arc  milder  when  ra^dn"  in 
fury 

'i‘lKm  the  herd  of  the  thrcc-crown’d  hill,  than  the  fruitful 
sous  of  Hunnia. 

He  rushes — they  all  arise — the  youth  arc  gather’d  toge¬ 
ther; 

Love’s  very  wrcatlw  forgot  in  that  fearful  hour  of  datiger. 

lower,  powcriul  though  it  be,  by  a  mightier  |H)wci  is  vju- 
rpiishM  : 
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Aggression  but  calls  up  more  terrible  aggression. 

IViiice  of  the  battle-axe  —  be,  the  dreadful  and  terrible 
smiter, 

Lnszlo — he  only  — he  goes  with  his  army  to  fight  and  to 
coiupiest. 

Arl>oc2,  behold  !  Well  I  know  the  troops  of  Ozfil  came  to 
ravage. 

IVrchancc  thou  dost  curse  me — while  I  fain  would  find  thee 
n  shelter  of  s^ifcty. 

Idy  !  fly  !  I  tell  thee — ay6,  fly  as  far  ns  thou  canst— lest  the 
mountain 

Cscrhalom  swallow  thee  up  with  the  hosts  of  the  overthrown 
foemen, 

Crush’d,  blown  away  in  the  dust,  by  Solomon’s  far-spread¬ 
ing  army. 

Come,  rather  lead  me  to  dwell  in  the  far  diNtanl  hall  of  my 
father : 

He,  white-hair'd  old  man,  team  his  l  air  in  his  sadness 
niul  sorrow. 

Como — when  ho  secs  ua  approach,  he’ll  thank  thee  with 
tears—  O  believe  me  ! 

Thank  thee  with  tears — who  resiorest  his  daughter  — and 
cheerfully  give  thee 

All  that  thou  will  to  roJocin  me.  Thy  path  is  before  thee 
ail  darkness : 

.Stumbles  thy  war-steed  there  :  it  is  cover’d  with  heaps  of 
the  dying : 

IJirds  of  prey  hover  o’er.  When  tiic*  night  and  its  clouds 
are  approaching, 
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Enemies  gird  thee  round.  *  Who  is  here  ?*  thou  inquircst. 
No  answer. 

Look  on  Ozfjl,  for  the  moon  shines  bright  on  his  blood- 
cover’d  forehead. 

Nay !  thou  will  save  the  child,  the  child  of  tlie  snowy-hair’d 
hero ; 

Or  will  thou  haste  to  the  field,  to  the  sorrow-clad  field  of 
thy  brethren  ?’* 

Arbocz  with  gloomy  heart  to  the  words  of  the  prisoner 
listen’d ; 

Still  he  repressed  the  slorm  of  his  easily-waken’d  anger, 

Look’d  on  the  maiden’s  face  and  answer’d  her—**  Lovely 
Ett’lke  I 

Dreams,  vain  dreams,  arc  these:  words  never  made  heroes 
tremble : 

Men,  with  murderous  weapons,  alone  do  this.  But  a  mai¬ 
den’s 

Menace ! — Nay !  Roses  close  tlieir  beautiful  lij>s  till  the 
morning 

Warms  their  bosom  anew  with  the  light  and  joy  of  the  sun¬ 
shine  ; 

Dews  on  the  leaflets  sliake,  and  the  winds  of  the  valley 
blow  gently ; 

llion  unveil  they  their  charms,  then  fling  they  their  smiles 
around  them : 

So,  if  thou  hide  thy  head  in  the  clouds,  the  gloom  is  but 
transient ; 

Dark  for  an  instant  thine  eyes,  by  those  beautiful  eye-brows 
o’ershaded  j 
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Soon  do  they  shine,  as  the  rainbow  the  south-seeking  sun 
paints  so  gaily. 

Sad  art  thou,  maiden,  and  anxious— yet  sportive  and  smil¬ 
ing  thou  scemest ; 

Lovelier  far,  and  thy  checks  are  more  beautiful,  hiding  thy 
sorrow. 

List,  and  I'll  tell  thee  why  Arbocz  elected  thee  ;  — 
Maiden  ! 

Never  again  sliall  we  roach  the  cherish’d  abode  of  thy 
comrades. 

Joyful  they  sit  in  the  porch,  while  Urey  hear  the  old  song 
of  the  battle ; 

Pledging  some  distant  companion — not  knowing  how  idly 
they  pledge  him 

The  death-glass— and  he  whom  they  pledge  is  departed  for 
ever.  We  hasten 

On,  on ;  and  in  faith  all  your  heroes  may  cut  through  the 
far  slower  south-wind  — 

Follow  the  sltadows  lliat  flit  in  the  frown-curtain’d  regions 
of  darkness, 

Stretching  in  giant  stride,  like  ghosts  that  grow  huger  in 
distance. 

Truly,  they  never  shall  reach  us;  and  great  is  their  fortune 
and  favor, 

SjKircd  by  our  darts,  wliich  might  bring  them  the  message 
of  death.  But  I'll  bring  thee 

Home  to  some  isle  of  the  ocean,  that  smiles  in  the  beams 
of  (be  morning ; 


102 


MICIIAFI.  VoRiiSMARTV. 


Sweetest  the  song  of  the  nightingale,  greenest  llie  leaves 
of  the  forest, 

SoAcsl  the  sounds  of  the  winds,  and  brightest  the  azure 
of  heaven  : 

A|){)Ic8  of  exquisite  taste  hang  there  on  the  ground-kissing 
branches. 

Thee  shall  no  bird  overtake  —  faint  and  feeble  the  flight 
of  the  eagle ; 

Trackii.g  our  course,  shall  be  droop  on  his  whirling  and 
wearisome  pinions. 

Tiresome  the  way  for  man;  not  one  of  a  thousand  can 
))ass  it. 

Even  the  man  thou  didst  name,  the  man  of  the  battle-axe, 
dreadful 

I^zlf) — aye,  cleanse  he  thy  land  for  his  follower j — know, 
he  sitall  perish, 

I’crish— and  all  the  wave’s  monsters  sliall  feed  on  the  wreck? 
of  his  armies. 

lie — when  his  armour  of  brightness  invites  the  great  fi>!i 
of  the  ocean, 

Moring  glibly  on,  while  the  soak’d,  and  wandering  members 

hall  in  hi?  man-devoiiring  maw — shall  die.  Dost  grieve 
thou  orl  helpless  ? 

Nothing  thy  pride  can  do  ’gainst  power.  Far  better  the 
transports 

Love  will  give  in  the  grasp  of  an  oge  of  youthful  vigor. 

Scorn  not  bliss  that  asks  thy  welcoming,  but  dispose  thee, 

Maid,  for  love — my  band— niy  hand  of  faith  do  I  proiVcr. 
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Say,  will  be  ihe  slave,  or  rather  Uic  sovereign,  of  Arbocz  ?” 

Craftily  thus  he  spoke,  and  bade  lier  forget  her  country — 

Bade  her  make  him  alone  the  care  and  love  of  her  bosom. 

Silly  one  !  O’er  the  plain  the  armies  of  bronze  are  shinmg  ; 

Dust  in  clouds  upsoars,  and  crowds  of  heroes  arc  coming. 

“  Talj)ra  viU'Z !”  •  exclaim’d  Ozul  in  his  haughtiest  bid¬ 
ding  ; 

**  Talpra  vitez !”  around  Cserhalom’s  borders  was  echoed. 

Shouts  and  cries  were  lieard  where  the  Kunians  march’d 
with  their  weapons. 

Arbocz  trembled  then  —  looking  round  with  fright  and 
terror, 

Like  a  sleeping  man  who  is  roused  by  the  rumbling  of 
thunder : 

So  he  stood — and  the  dreams  of  liis  folly  and  lust  were 
scatter’d ; 

Odier  thoughts  were  his  than  the  thoughts  of  the  fair 
Eiclke. 

Horrors  came  o’er  his  soul,  like  waves  on  the  ocean  trou¬ 
bled. 

Soon  did  the  armorist  come— he  came  with  his  lance  and 
charger. 

Trightcn’d,  the  lovely  maid  had  hasten’d  to  meet  him ;  yet 
pleasure. 

Pleasure  was  in  her  soul,  though  tears  in  her  eye  —  tears 
of  gladness : 


•  Oil,  tVaniui  I ' 
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{cl  she  wept— she  wept ;  while,  tossing  his  head  in  dis¬ 
quiet, 

\rbocz  wander’d  round,  made  hoarse  by  the  longing  for 
combat : 

Ml  his  gentleness  gone,  he  utter’d  these  words  of  impa¬ 
tience  : 

'*  Weeping,  forsooth ! — yet  these,  all  these,  to  their  death¬ 
bed  are  hast’ning. 

Weep— thou  shalt  weep  no  more.  Exjxicl  me  delighted 
from  battle/* 

Said,  and  he  sprung  on  his  steed,  and  he  rush’d  *midst  the 
thick  of  the  squadrons. 

Hark  !  for  the  trump  is  loud,  and  the  combatant  weapons 
arc  clashing; 

Volumes  of  dust,  shouts  and  cries,  ascend  from  the  crush 
of  the  warriors — 

Pones  of  confusion  and  moans,  and  the  manifold  accents  of 
passion, 

Over  the  rest,  Ozfll,  on  his  chestnut  war-steed  advancing, 

Speeds  through  the  ranks,  and  lets  loose  destruction’s  terri¬ 
ble  ploughsliare — 

Curses  begetting  rage,  and  devilish  purpose  of  murder. 

Soon  the  voice  of  joy  is  heard.  On  the  top  of  Cserbalom’s 
mountain, 

Lo !  a  valiant  band,  their  arms  in  the  high  heavens  sliakin^'. 

’Midst  n  terrible  crowd  is  Klelke— the  feeble  young  flow- 
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Hope,  wilh  ils  sorrow-niix’d  fear,  and  joy,  in  licr  spirit  are 
struiglincr. 

]Iard>heartcd  warriors  surround  her,  wherever  she  turns  for 
protection : 

Bending  on  trembling  knee,  sl>c  invokes  the  licavenly 
Uuler. 

Say,  shall  she  perish?  In  vain  the  question  breaks  forth 
from  her  spirit. 

Hear  !»cr,  O  Heaven!  in  her  bitterness— hear  her:  Rh<‘ 
prays  for  her  country. 

Heaven  !  lltou  hast  Iteard  Ijcr  prayer— her  country  sliall  no 
man  wrest  from  her. 
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TO  .MV  BELOVKI). 

S/c<ljuk  ft’  rozsrit,  valftliol  plrAlnl, 

I*j.ucK  wc  ihc  roses — let  us  pluck  the  roses, 

O  my  sweet  maiden!  when  wc  find  them  blooming; 
While  they  arc  smiling  *midst  their  thorny  branchet, 
Pluck  wc  the  roses. 

Bright  QS  they  seem,  the  spirit  of  perdition 
Sweeps  them  ere  morning:  shall  we  lose  tlic  transporb 
Aow  pressing  round  tis,  in  the  distant  dreaming 
Put  lire  may  promise  } 

All  lliat  wc  have  is  blended  in  the  present ; 

Chances  and  changes  trillc  with  the  future; 

Oft  ’tis  its  task  to  mingle  in  joy’s  chaliec 
of  dark  |K)ison. 
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\'oij(Mc  iii'ir  cg)>zcr,  8aii)nr(i  lga»zagt 

))oKF  llic  ibick  veil  that  hides  ihy  lovely  visage, 
Justice ! — ’lis  lime— tlic  veil  which  in  ihy  childliootl 
Snges  flung  o’er  thee — lei  us  look  upon  thee 
In  thine  own  beauty. 

Kind  was  the  thought — the  countenance  of  evil 
Jihouldst  thou  not  see,  for  thou  wort  its  condemner ; 
All  the  gold  piles  of  wealth-encumbered  proud  ones, 
Thee  should  not  dazzle. 

J)ofl  the  thick  veil — hide  thy  bright  eye  no  longer; 
Crime  is  too  bold — look  on  in  sternest  beauty ; 

See,  for  mankind  ore  dragged  to  basest  doings 
By  their  own  blindnc&s. 

J’^yes  bhai  p  as  thine  arc  watching  how  thou  holdtoi 
High  o’er  thy  head  the  scale ;  but  listen,  GcmMcss  ! 
Didst  thou  not  hear  a  piece  of  gold  that  tinkled 
In  thine  own  balance  ? 
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Didst  thou  not  know  thy  sword  had  lost  its  brightness  ? 
Trembled  thy  hand — the  while  a  mighty  villain 
Whispered,  and  threatened  thee  with  wrath  and  vengeanee  ? 
Yes!  thy  hand  trembled. 

Didst  thou  not  know  that  thou  hadst  been  dcludeil 
lly  the  vain  pomp  of  words — hadst  lost  the  spirit ^ 

Seeking  the  Icttcrf  of  thine  holiest  canon  ? 

Justice!  unveil  thee. 

OH’  with  the  veil — behold  the  heaven  is  cloudier^, 

And  the  sun  mounts  in  unaccustomed  glory; 

See,  all  mankind  arc  seeing — wilt  thou  only 
Wear  thine  old  blindness  ? 


Kn.ANCIS  VKRSKC.III. 


I  JIUE  WISDOM. 

SCin\  {»'  bu^nkaliszt,  lu42k(*n  cincIoJik  92  i'gt»ck. 

Emi'TV  ycl  and  green,  that  corn-car  tosses  high  ils  lofty 
brow ; 

See  it  ripe  and  full  nnd  golden,  bend  in  meek  submission 
now. 

Such  is  boyhood  in  its  folly-^shallow,  proud,  and  inso¬ 
lent  ; — 

Such  is  manhood  in  its  wisdom— modest,  and  in  calmness 
bent. 
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TO  KNVV. 

S/iiiij  iii.'tr  luog  cgys/.cf  buzij'a:ii  clU  iicm. 

Haunt  inc  not,  Kiivy  !  why  wouKlst  ihou  fullow  me  ? 
WcaUh’s  possessions  I  lust  not  after, 

Nor  tread  with  the  crowd  wlio  chase  so  ca;:erlv 
Vanities  which  my  thoughts  desj^ise. 

Oflicc  I  covet  not — all  the  cravings 
Of  thirsting  ambition  delude  me  never ; 

They  smile  on  others  ;  but  golden  treasure 
And  noisy  lilies  1  idle  decan 

Wcahli  amasses  in  counllcs.s  storehouses, 
llarvesis — and  power,  its  piles  upg-athering, 

Ihdils  the  keys  which  long-linM  ancestry 
Sends  like  hceptrcs  from  son  to  sott. 

i.o  !  it  pours  from  crystal  glasses 

The  juice  'jokayan,  which  earth  provided 

i  or  f.tvorites,  in  her  capricious  rcstlcssrtcss. 

Lo  !  they  smile  while  they  cjuall  the  tu|) ; 

I,  in  narrow  ( haml)cr,  cjuici 

My  hunger  with  pour  .supply;  and  fjuenchin,: 

My  .1  lirst  with  watcr-dr‘)j)s,  ask  the  I)ciiy 
jNone  but  huml)lo  gilts  like  tlicse  ; 
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Wife  that  feels,  and  breeze  refreshing  me  ; 
Thoughts  unanxious,  and  youiliful  spirits 
When  age  comes  on ;  and  friends  of  faithfulness 
Kver  renewing  the  verdant  song. 


/ 
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H.uatln)|  lifit !  lie  licityi'llyunk 
A'  kcvi:.ib<tl  iKjk.it  ^llytink 
Mig  a’  sir  Wf.il 
ItOvhl  cituiik,  mint  c*  <lai. 
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Tin:  SUN. 

Ceask  thy  reproaches,  my  friend,  nor  hastily  Idanic  me  if, 
weary, 

Stretch’d  on  a  pillow  of  down,  I  l»avc  tarried  too  lon^  in 
iny  slurnbera ; 

Say  not.  The  sun  is  awake,  and  is  mounting  aloft  to  meri¬ 
dian  ; 

Long,  long  before  thee  he  rose  ;  but  night  is  the  time  fur 
reposing. 

IVicnd  !  when  the  sun  hastens  down  to  the  ocean  at  even, 
what  drinks  he  ? 

When  he  seeks  rest  and  sweet  sleep,  what  drinks  he? 
lie  drinks  the  salt  billows; 

Had  he  but  drunk  of  the  grape  which  grew  on  .Szos/gard's* 
lovely  vineyard. 

He  had  not  roused  him  so  soon,  but  had  slept  to  this 
moment,  my  friend ! 

•  sJres/ganl  Is  a  villaj-c  in  llie  ’I’ulna  ili'tiiil,  M’lioviiitd  fat  ii'. 
red  wine. 
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'i  lie  greater  part  of  llic.ic  coiiipo.^itioiis  liarc  been  collected  for 
me  by  ilie  care  ami  kiiidnexH  of  Dr.  (ieor,i;e  ('liarlci  Utimy.  A  niim- 
ber  bail  been  gathered  together  by  iny  valuable  currespondent  DiL 
hrentei,  but  I  regret  to  nay  that  they  have  never  reached  me,  and 
the  disappointment  han  been  ve.vatiouj  to  me  in  the  e.Mreme. 
'rhe  gieat  dilllcnlty  of  cominiinieation  with  Hungary  and  'riaii. 
«ylvania  will  serve  a*  an  excuse  for  the  iucompleienesi  of  ihi'* 
» olleetitm. 
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Till-:  KIS.S. 

Kdcs  biiba  gycrc  ki. 

CoMK  hither,  sweet  maiden,  come  liiiher  to  me, 

And  bring  of  good  wine  a  full  measure  will)  thee ; 
And  give  me  a  kiss  for  the  kiss  1  will  give  thee, 

And  do  not  deceive,  and  I  will  not  deceive  tlice.* 

Ilasznos  Mulatsdgokf  No.  XII.,  p.  89,  ISIS. 

*  Oi  lgiiial.  Adj  egy  i-x5kot,  eii  lucg 

Ugy  iini)  oaljuk  meg  egyiu.iit. 
i.  c.  (Jive  me  .i  kl«s,  I  will  give  lliee  .iiioiIut, 

So  shall  we  nut  ileteiu*  one  anuilier- 
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Tiin  sifowi-ii. 

ZAjior  ciirf  utan  cszteili.ij  iiu'gc<orclitl. 

Tiik  |)cnt-liousc  drops  raindrops  after  the  shower ; 
And  does  thy  lieart  sprin;'  up  to  mine. 

Spring  up  to  mine  ? 

No  rain  falls  down,  no  storm-clouds  lower, 

Hut  my  shcoj>-skin  is  wetted  through  and  through  ; 
Wet  within,  and  without  with  dew. 

Ildsznos  Miilalsthjoht  No, Xn.,p.  80,  ISl^. 
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Till:  m'itm:  and  tiii-  nRi:.vr  nov. 

Mikor  ^1)  ki4  gycniick  f^ltani. 

Time  was,  1  knew  no  greater  bli<vs 
Than  to  pluck  walnuts  from  llic  l>ougli ; 
But  sweeter  maidens'  lips  to  kiss 
Alone  can  make  me  happy  now. 
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'I'l.Mi:. 

/ 

i\i  i(l<)  .'<zarii)<»iu  j.u . 

Timk  flics  Oil  cnglc-wings  aw;*)', 

Jt  will  not  for  a  moment  slay, 

IJiil  like  a  stream  gllflt's  on — glides  on; 
It  never  turns  its  footsteps  back, 
llut  sinks  all  ages  in  its  track, 

And  reigns  and  rules  alone. 

'I'lie  poor,  the  rich,  alike  pursues  ; 

'I'lie  poor,  the  rich,  alike  subdues; 

Who  can  withstand  it  ?  None  ! 

There’s  only  one  whose  mightier  strength 
'I'he  strength  of  time  o’erpowers  at  length, 
And  sits  in  (piict  victory ; 

Time’s  sickle  mows  it  not ;  time’s  flight 
IJrings  nor  decay,  nor  death,  nor  blight. 
Hut  jiasses  harmless  by ; 

There’s  only  one — ’tis  virtuous  fame, 
'I’hrough  shifting  ages  still  the  same, 

It  shines  eternally. 

'I'lii'i  (lucin  was  ivrittoii  ii» 


r 
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Tin:  BI'I/OVKI). 

I'OPUI.AR  SONG  OF  SIIIMIG.  (fiO.MO.) 

A'  kllltl  falu  v^'gcii. 

Auove  Kililc’s*  farlhrtt  verge 
I  saw  a  heavenly  star  emerge ; 

A  licavenly  star,  on  earthly  rose, 

That  far  its  light  nn<l  fragrance  throws. 

’Tis  long — ’lis  ages  since  we  met ; 

'I’lie  rain-drops  fall  from  K<>mor  yet. 

TIicnee  comes  my  lover  Ujo — and  see, 
lie  swings  his  halapj  joyfully. 

Ui)on  Siofo’s  (juiel  lake, 

Mark  yonder  dove  its  pinions  shake 
What  crowds  around  its  margin  tread! 

And  why  disturb  the  hazel  maid  ^ 

*  Kilit  Is  a  village  In  the  province  of  Sliiinig,  about  two  Kn 
glisli  jnili's  from  Fok,  on  the  other  side  of  tlic  l.akc  of  Sio. 

t  Kriicigcti  <V  kolapj'tt. 

He  swings  bis  bat. 

J  Siofuki  Balatonba, 

FdrAlIk  egy  gahmlt^ihn. 

In  tlic  nalaton  (Lake)  of  Siofo  a  /)v<*r  is  batliine. 

(UlH'.) 
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.Soon  will  the  flowers  of  May-lidc  come, 

And  ihen  the  vintage  fruits  speed  home ; 

And  then  the  busy  days  of  tillage ; 

And  then — and  then — our  happy  village 

The  njarriago  song  of  joy  shall  hear, 

The  youth  and  maiden  shall  he  there ; 

(iirt  like  a  knight  that  youth  shall  bo, 
liolovcd — 0  how  beloved,  by  me  ! 

Jhsznos  Mula(s(i(johf  No.  XXXII. »  1S18, 
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Tin-  FAIK  AND  Till:  DROWN  AIAIDDN. 

Kg  0*  kunyli<5,  ropog  a*  narl. 

The  house  is  burning — ihc  limbers  crack; 

I  rushed  to  the  maidens  brown  and  fair ; 

I  brought  the  brown  in  safety  back, 

The  fair  1  leR  in  danger  there. 


And  then  I  longed  for  the  light-)iair*d  one, 

As  we  long  for  grapes  from  the  tendrill’d  tree ; 
Dul  more,  far  more,  for  the  maiden  brown, 

Who  is  dear  as  an  apple  is  dear  to  me.* 

Jhtzuot  MulatsdijohtHo*  XXXII,,  p. 281,  IS  18. 


•  Mim  a*  boti^ii  alinrir;!. 
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.SLAVONIAN  l)AN(:i:m-SS. 

'JV*1  uszsioiiyniik  tot  a  lanya. 

WiTJi  maiden  of  Slavonian  rate, 

(3ad  in  light  robes  of  flowing  grace, 

I  danced — and  got  me  in  her  dress 
ICntangIcd,  by  her  flaunlincss. 

I  tried,  but  scarce  could  set  me  free, 

And  blushed  at  my  perplexity  ; 

Involved  within  the  folds  far  more, 

And  in  the  fringes,  than  before. 

And  then  I  made  a  vow,  and  said, 

I’ll  have  no  fringed  Slavonian  maid  ; 
llui^garia’s  plain-dressed  girls  for  me, 
Ihmgaria’s  chaste  sintpliciiy. 

N''.  XI.N.,  I ‘'In. 
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UEPROACH. 

F.iJ,  f.ij,  f.'ij,  faj,  raj  a-  szircm,  faj. 

It  smarts,  it  smarts,  it  smarts  with  |>ain ; 

O  my  |)Oor  heart !  it  smarts  for  tliec ; 

Thou  wakenest  to  my  menjory. 

And  then  it  smarts,  and  smarts  again. 

Woe,  woe,  woe,  woe ! — iny  doom  is  woe  ; 
'i'hou  fann’st  iny  feelings  into  fire ; 

And  irony  that’s  worse  than  ire, 

Iis  venom  o’er  my  wounds  doth  throw, 

it  weeps,  it  weeps— my  heart  it  weeps 
Tar  bitterer  tears  tlian  when  the  bird 
Its  mate’s  imprisoned  song  lias  heard. 

And  its  lone  watch  of  sorrow  keeps. 

No!  no,  no,  no  !  I  will  not  wear 
A  monarch’s  gems— but  rather  hold 
l.ove’s  chains  of  grief  than  pomps  of  gold, 
And  lay  them  on  my  lK>som  bare. 

None,  rone,  none,  none,  O  none  but  thee, 
Where’er  I  tarry,  tread,  or  turn  ; 

For  thee  alone  life’s  flame  shall  burn 
Till  trampled  by  mortality. 
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()  niigcl!  angc!  mine!  what  eye 
Can  see,  wliat  lieart  can  feel — nor  own 
Ti»y  cliarms — and  love  thee,  thee  aloiic, 

Soul  of  the  kiss  of  ccslacy ! 

Hosv  sweet,  how  sweet,  how  sweet  to  dwell 
In  love’s  transporting  joys ! — to  sail 
Down  life’s  sweet  stream,  with  favoring  gale. 

Till  reaching  death’s  unwelcome  cell ! 

Blest  of  creation— thou  divine 
l.ight  of  mine  eyes— thou  living  rose, 

'J'hat  fragrance  o’er  my  being  throws, 
l.et  blessings  light  that  path  of  thine  ! 
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Woe,  woe! 

Woe !  iny  soul’s  woe ! 

Slie  is  departed, 

I—brokcn  licartcd ; 

Woe  I  my  soul’s  woe  !  J 

O’er  my  dark  hours 
Wretchedness  pours 
Thousands  of  curses  and  pains — 
Nothing  remains. 

Nothing  for  sorrow 
To  smite  with  to-morrow  ; 
Sorrow  has  emptied  its  quiver, 
Emptied  for  ever. 

And  my  sad  soul 
Stands  at  the  goal 

Where  snfl'ering’s  exhausted  ;  I  crave 
Nought  but  a  grave. 
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A  JiACSlA.X  SONd. 

V.in  c^'y  8^«'p  Rats  N  ariiicjrjrhi  ii. 

Tjikui;  is  on  Hacsia's  l)a|)|>y  land, 

'j’licrc  is  upon  llic  Tiszian  slrand, 

A  maiden— from  whose  face  there  slrcaintth 
Light,  as  from  any  star  that  beameth. 

She  holds  a  fragrant  violet, 

And  a  red  paony,  that’s  wet, 

That’s  wet,  that’s  fe<l  with  heavenly  dew — 

A  favorite  of  the  maiden  too. 

She  is  as  radiant  as  the  morn, 

Her  eye-light  pierces  like  a  thorn  ; 

Her  form  is  grace  and  njajcsiy  ; 

The  world  has  nought  so  fair  as  she. 

Her  graceful,  gentle,  easy  gait ; 

Her  tones  so  soft,  so  smooth,  so  sweet ; 

It  were  no  sin  ♦  to  build  a  shrine. 

And  bend  before  her  as  divine. 

Ilnsznos  MidutJfifjoh,  No.  .\.\H.,  p.  H*'*,  I  'I'). 
•  .Neill  k.'ir  vi'tlna.  It  utit  no 
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CO.MrOHT. 

I)c  lull  turdiii  ? 

O  WHY,  0  why  shouW  1  repine, 

As  if  there  were  no  griefs  but  mine, 

No  woes  like  these  ? 

liince  others  have  their  cares — not  few — 

And  others  sing  their  dirges  too 
And  elegies. 

There’s  none  whose  bliss  nioy  not  he  broken, 
'J’hcrc’s  none  whose  language  has  not  spoken 
Of  sad  distress ; 

No  eyes  that  tears  have  never  wet, 

No  heart  above  the  inlluencc  set 
Of  bincrncss. 

Toor  man  !  he  deems  it  sweet  to  know, 

Wlien  thistles  round  his  patlwway  grow, 

They  grow  for  all ; 

That  he,  a  pilgrim,  only  fares 
As  other  pilgrims  fare— and  shares 
Man’ i  common  call. 

Ami  thus,  the  univerial  lot 

He  hears— ami  htaiing,  murmurs  not — 
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’Twcrc  vain  annoy  ; 

Hut,  with  his  fellow-travellers  speeds 
Over  tlic  plain,  ’midst  flowers  and  weeds, 
In  social  joy. 

Then  yield  not,  yield  not  to  despair. 

Hut  hid  the  bud  of  sorrow  bear 
A  flower  of  iHjacc ; 

Tor  peace  is  virtue’s  favorite  twin. 

And  grief  is  close  allied  to  sin  ; 

And  changeless  ease 
Is  not  a  child  of  earth  :  there’s  nought 
Hut  <juicl  courage,  tranfjuil  thought, 

'I’o  smooth  our  path  :  * 

I‘ain  will  he  there — ’tis  yours,  ’tis  mine, 
’Til  ail  men’s.  Misery  its  rlccliuc 
And  rising  hath. 

'riitis  I  subdue  my  stubborn  will, 

And  though  my  grief  were  greater  still, 
W'ould  palinit  how. 

Calmer  and  happier  there  are  many, 

And  yit  I  woubi  not  change  with  any 
My  being  nos'/ ; 

l  or  I  have  learnt  ’lis  well  !  and  spring 
A  Joyous,  renovated  thing, 

I  Vom  grief  and  gloom. 

'Tis  well  !  I’ll  utter  through  the  d  ts 
'  I'is  well  !  np'»n  my  Iml  I’ll  s.iy, 
'J'hrongh  lime  to  enme. 
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Triends  I  I  have  triumphed  !  I  Ijavc  found 
Comfort — now  pass  the  wine-glass  round ; 

We’ll  pledge  anew. 

Among  your  social  ranks  I’ll  stand, 
ril  grasp  again  each  friendly  l»and, 

And  so  do  you  ! 

If  absence  exile  ui — if  I, 

Divided,  distant — need  must  sigh 
O’er  life’s  vexations,— 
ril  think  that  every  pain  is  light, 

And  every  hour  of  darkness  bright, 

Save  8e()aration*8. 

[TliU  Song,  the  original  of  which  It  cxqulnllcly  vcr%lftc«I,  w;ii 
fuKt  published  hy  Adam  vnii  Horvath,  hlimiclf  a  Ilniigartaii  |Kji  t. 
Ill  the  province  of  the  White  Mountains  (Stuhlweioienbergi'r}, 
It  U  niilvcrsaliy  known  and  sung,  and  Is  one  of  the  must  |Mipul.ii 
pieces  of  Magyarlan  jioetry,  't  he  present  translatlou  \va»  printctl 
in  tlic  Pledge  of  Frlendslilp  for  18J8.J 
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Till-:  i)HTi:iUiNcr.. 

Ma.i  a’  vcr^b,  iu.Vh  a’  fccikc. 

Tiik  sparrow  is  no  swallow,  the  gad-fly  is  no  bee, 

The  crowfoot*  is  no  rose,  and  no  grajic  the  gooseberry  ; 
No  brass  is  gold,  no  bran  ns  honey-comb  is  sweet. 

And  samrner  when  it  comes  the  thrush  is  pleased  to  greet : 
The  (lucnls  of  the  rich,  however  bright  and  many, 

Need  never  blush  to  own  the  |)Oor  man’s  single  penny. 


fleka-virag.  Itaiiuiicnhii  acri*.  biVN. 
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INVITATIO.V. 

Oycrc  Hfi.iziin  Enylngre. 

O  COME,  my  Rosa !  Id  me  flee 
'Jo  Rnyin,  o’er  the  world,  wUh  thee, 

Wl)cre  roses  in  the  markets  be, 

Which  thou  slialt  wreathe  and  wreathe  for  me. 

Sweet  Bodis  hath  a  garland  bound, 

And  twined  it  all  my  sleeve  around  ; 

Wliat  thanks  I  owe  her ! — she  Iiaih  crown’d 

With  thick-strewed  flow'ers  the  wreaths  she  wound 

« 

The  elder-tree  is  dead  and  dry ; 

Where,  where  at  evening  shall  we  lie  ? 

Soon  to  our  pillow  must  w'e  fly ; 

Our  bridal  bed  awaits  us  nigh. 

Dost  go,  my  Rose  ?  Indeed  I  go. 

Wilt  leave  me  here  ?  Aye  !  be  it  so. 

And  will  thoii  not  re|)cnt  thee  ?  No  ! 

I  cross  the  Rhinc-waves  when  they  flow.' 

•  The  singular  construction  of  the  origin.il  •»!  ilils  u 
lirre  |trcsci  vc«)  : 

KI  nu'gy  Itnrs'nn  ?  t  l  lii/’  i  n. 

Itt  Iiagysz  I'ligi'iii  ?  iti  biz’  t'n. 

Noin  s/.rmn'il  i‘‘?  noin  lii/.’  I'n  . 

.At  tncnck  Itajjia  lizi'n. 


IIUNGAUIAN  rOPULAU  SONGS. 


t?-23 


Nine  golden  florins  must  be  mine, 

What  I  desire — dost  lliou  decline  ? 

No  !  I  desire  not.  Dream  of  thine  ; — 

1  leave  thee  now  to  cross  the  Rhine. 

I  will  not  struggle  for  thee  now, 

Nor  in  the  year  to  come,  I  vow  ; 

I  go>  I  go»  I  Icll  thee  so. 

To  where  the  Rhine’s  old  waters  flow. 

Unsznos  Mulatsdgokt  No.  XXIII.  p.  177,  181!). 
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Niiic-icn  iifkfiii  inniul  hAjoiii,  c.mk 


NoTiriNG,  nothing  do  I  want,  and  yet  I’m  very  poor ; 

An  idler  all  my  life  have  been,  yet  am  afllictcd  sore  ; 

Stores  of  wheat  I  call  my  own,  and  still  J  have  no  bread  ; 

I  have  been  married  long,  though  now  no  wife  adorns  iny 
bed. 

A  son  is  born  to  me,  and  yet  no  father  l»as  that  son ; 

He  has  not  been  baptized  as  yet —there  is  no  priest,  not 
one ; 

I  fain  would  call  a  priest — no  priest  can  any  where  be 
found ; 

I  fain  would  call  a  friend — no  friend  is  visible  around. 

firing  wine  !  bring  wine  !  Alas!  no  wine  within  my  vaults 
may  be ; 

Go  buy  !  go  buy  !  but  who  will  sell  or  trust  to  me  — to 
me  ? 

O  Go<l !  what  shall  I  think  of  now  in  this  sad  poverty  ? 

JIaszv.os  Mula(sd(jok,  No,  V.  p.  33,  1822, 
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Tin:  I»J1>KIN. 

oh  hif  |>niaiiy1  kin  c>ii|n>r. 

<)  sii.i.Y  pipkio  !  storming  so  ^ 

With  such  ft  little  fire  below  ; 

O  silly  love  !  that  burns  and  burns, 

And  all  my  senses  overturns. 

It  U  not  hard  a  fisli  to  snare, 

Ihit  of  tl:c  fish’s  Iwncs  take  care ; 

Not  hard  with  her  you  love  to  l>o, 

Hut  0  !  the  parting  misery  ! 

The  sun,  t))C  rain,  the  wind  coinbimr 
To  ripen  grajKi-fruits  on  the  vine  ; 

And  in  due  lime  those  fruits  arc  press'd, 

And  maidens  for  the  altar  dress'd. 

What !  would  they  hide  me  from  my  love. 

Mine  own,  mine  own,  my  favorite  dove  ? 

They  called  me  weak — they  did  me  wr(»ng; 
'riiey  called  me  weak — but  1  am  strong. 

I  would  not  on  the  ridge  be  thrown, 

I  would  not  by  the  scytlic  l>c  mown  ; 

My  right-hand  lost,  O  1  who  would  km^nd 
For  thee  ihe  white,  the  wheaten  bread  ? 

llasznos  No.  \'III,  1823. 

Q 
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Hontom,  bonloin,  tCDtcm  c^oiitoni. 

A  cm  NO,  quaking,  tottering,  sliaking, 
Hair  transported,  half  afraid ; 

To  my  lightly-dancing  maid 
Stretch  I  out  my  arms,  while  she 
Sees  my  knees  sink  under  me  ; 
Aching,  quaking,  tottering,  shaking. 
Half  transported,  half  afraid. 

Aching,  quaking,  tottering,  shaking, 

•  Like  a  magpie  skip  I  round ; 

When  1  dance,  my  joys  abound, 
And  1  see  my  maiden*s  knees 
Trembling,  just  as  tremble  these : 
Aching,  quaking,  tottering,  shaking. 
Like  a  magpie  skip  I  round. 

Aching,  quaking,  tottering,  shaking. 
Still  1  dance  in  joy  and  fear ; 

O  the  grievous  burden  here ! 

Heary  on  my  heart  1  feel 
More  concern  than  love  can  heal : 
Aching,  quaking,  tottering,  slaking, 

O  the  grievous  burden  here ! 
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Aching,  quaking,  toUcring,  shaking, 

I  musl  ll)row  my  uailnuj  oO';* 

Thou  thy  maiden-robes  must  dofl' ; 

Death  sitall  find  us  if  thou  please. 

Dancing  dances  gay  as  lltcsc  :t 
Aching,  quaking,  tottering,  shaking, 

I  must  throw  my  nadrdtj  off. 

Ifasznos  Mulattdfjohf  No.  XL.  p.  301,  IHIU. 

•  Ha(M  rc|>cdj«'n  a'  f/iik  iiadrAi; — I  mint  tear  ofT  my  garmoiiti. 
t  Vigaii  kozakost  t^iiiczolra. 

1  li.ive  Iiitruduced  the  above  ai  a  specimen  of  the  free  ami 
|iojml.ir  songs  of  the  Hungarians,  ratlier  than  from  any  seine  of 
Its  merit,  beyond  that  lively  and  joyous  spirit  wliicli  (li’itiiigui'<ite» 
tlie  original. 
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PASTORAL. 

!  Katlc2ruii,  Katicz/iiu  ! 

George^ 

Aiil  Kitty,  my  Kilty, 

Dost  love  me  sincerely. 
Devotedly,  dearly  ? 

Then  turn  not  away. 

Catherine, 

Ah  !  Gcordie,  my  Geordic, 
Dost  love  me  sincerely. 
Devotedly,  dearly  ? 

Beloved  one,  say ! 

George, 

0  couldst  thou  but  know,  love. 
How  1  have  been  sighing, 
*Twixt  living  and  dying. 
And  sickening  for  th^. 

Catherine, 

Poor  patient  1  console  thee ; 
Affijction  will  borrow 
A  charm  out  of  sorrow, 

If  faithful  thou  be. 
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(tCOTfJC. 

0  !  if  thine  aH'cetion 
For  others  is  glowing, 

The  streamlet  liere  flowing 
Shall  roll  o’er  my  grave. 

Catherine, 

Scribe,  baililT,  and  shepherd, 

And  landlord,  and  rheinhard, 

The  ox,  and  the  swineherd, 

My  answer  shall  have. 

(ieonje, 

0  mis’ry  of  mis’ries  I 
Why  sport  thus  to  grieve  me  ? 

Thou  canst  not,  love  !  leave  me ; 

Indeed  thou  art  mine. 

Catherine. 

Ik  calm,  and  I’ll  tell  thee— 

That  thee — thee  alone,  I 
Will  call  all  mine  own— 1 
Will  only  be  thine. 

JIui  zitos  Mnltit.ni(jokf  No.  IV.  p.  23,  IS’23. 
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ONE  WORD. 

'Allj  luog,  nuziAuj  i‘gy  fczora  \ 

One  word,  otic  only  word — and  llicii 
Of)‘,  maiden  !  to  thy  toils  again ; 

1  ask  no  ki^,  I  only  say, 

One  word,  one  word,  and  then  away. 

Whene’er  you  sec  a  youth  outjxDur 
Rose-water  all  his  visage  o’er ; 

And  wash  and  stroke  his  whiskers,  know 
’Tis  love  alone  impels  him  so. 

And  when  you  sec  a  maiden  throw 

Rose-water  o’er  her  snowy  brow. 

Be  sure  she  loves  some  chosen  man. 

And  she  will  liave  him  if  she  can. 

< 

A  house  there  is  on  Duna’s*  shore. 

And  a  fair  maid — but  on  the  door 
There  are  nine  locks— but  what  arc  they  ? 

I’ll  break  their  nine-fold  bolls  away. 

Haszncs  Mulatsdtjok,  No.  XVJ.  p.  127,  1810. 


•  'J’Jic  Duutibc. 
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I'llli  I.riTLE  BIRD. 

Sik  iiiC2uboii,  7i>lcl  criMbcii. 

Oe’r  tlic  meadows,  lo  ihc  forest, 

Little  birdlct  flew ; 

Green  his  pinions,  briglit  his  flying,* 
Beautiful  to  view. 

And  he  calls  mc~“Conie,  go  with  me, 

“  I’ll  go  with  thee  too.” 

JIasznos  MulatstUjok,  No.  XLI.  p.  321,  16  lU. 


Piru^  l.'iba — hi>  u«l, 
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T/ili  COMPLAINT  OF  TIIF  YOUNG  WIFE. 
VmiA  liizl)ul  I dl  a*  kalltcs. 

Her  labouring  hands  tlic  meal  must  knead. 

Her  busy  (oil  nfHJst  bake  the  bread ; 

The  priest  may  read  his  records  o*cr : 

The  lord  and  master  take  the  air  :• 

But  there  is  nought  but  grievous  care 
And  heavy  labour  for  tlje  poor. 

As  from  the  rock  the  mad  cascade 
Falli—so  did  I— a  thoughtless  maid — 

Wed — when  it  had  been  well  to  tarry. 

0  could  I  be  a  maid  again, 

TImt  man  must  be  a  man  of  men, 

Who  should  seduce  the  maid  to  marry  !f 

JIasznos  MulalUijok,  No.  XXXV.  p.  281,  1818. 

•  Urnt,  tiinfcrf  a*  fdt/il&i. 
t  The  original  has — 

“  J<51  inegii^zndin  klhcz  mcniifk 
Mc’gvalaxztaiiitiu  a*  Icgcnyt, 

Mint  piarczoii  ar  c<J(;nyi/' 

**  I  u'ouM  look  cua-fiiliy  aruuud  luc  bcfoiv  I  married ; 

1  wouhi  no  cltoone  n  youili 

A*  I  choose  u  vcfsci  in  the  market-place.” 

hcfjhoz  incniii  (to  go  to  tlic  man)  U  the  Hungarian  phra.e  for 
the  wninaii’;i  marrying  (nulKre).  The  marriage  of  il,c  bride- 
groom  is  callal  Kelej-egul  venni  (to  Like  a  wife)  duecie. 
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SONG  or  THE  VESEREMS. 

Sikni  viMck,  oil  laluKlk  kiiics  — kliics — klm>»c. 

Upon  the  ground,  I  found,  I  found,  a  Irc-lrc-trcasuro ; 

1  guide  iny  boat,  when  once  afloat — and  hur-hur« 

Hurry  to  the  Inchian  lands,  where  mine  own  beloved  stands. 

I  go,  I  go,  to  Rakiuyo,*  my  fa-fa-fathcr-laud ; 

And  all  the  scene,  is  fair  and  green  ;  an  or-or- 
Or])han  was  1  once,  but  now  covet  I  a  maiden's  vow. 

Amidst  the  throng,  I  sought  her  long — and  hastc-haste- 
hastened 

By  joy  in)j>cll’d — my  glassf  I  held — and  rcsl-rcsl- 
Rested  on  my  plighted  faith-— strong  as  love,  and  strong  as 
death. 

no  disdain,  sweet  maiden,  pain  thy  love-love- lover, 

Rut  let  us  share  our  frugal  fare— -be  bap-hap- 
llappy  on  those  gifts  to  live,  which  the  Rapa-ficld  *  sliall 
give. 

•  H.ikotty’  li  an  extensive  ftiri'nt  in  V'c.'H*iiiii,  ait«l  /'(///</  i'  a 
rciiiatkalily  pretty  market-town  in  the  iaiiu*  proviiite. 

t  TukOrOmmel,  minor.  Doiihtle*^  to  exliil)it  ih*.  l.ue  of  tlie 
lady. 

J  Kii  ld  of  the  I’iieit. 
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Some  simple  disli  of  bread  and  fish— our  dai-dai-daintics  : 
Hungarians  brave— no  more  would  have.  The  coach- 
coach- 

Coachmen  swiftest  steeds  convey,  but  the  blind-man  gro|)es 
his  way,* 

And  thus,  and  thus,  sweet  maid  for  us,  shall  age,  age,  ages. 
With  gentle  tread,  glide  o’er  our  head— and  he-he- 
I leaven’s  benignity  divine,  grant  us  bread  and  grant  us 
wine. 

JIaizMi  Mulatsdgokf  p,  1,  1820. 

•  S/Aiira  fclct  a’  kociis,  tdpra  taped  o’  vak  Is.  The  coaclmian 
hurries  over  the  sledge-path,  and  the  blind  man  treadi  upon  hh 
own  soles;  I.  c,  some  move  fast,  some  slow;  and  no  man  h 
master  of  his  own  destiny.  'Jlic  curious  rythmus  of  the  original 
l»  preserved  In  this  translation,  thus ; 

Sikra  yfilCk,  oit  tal^lt^'k  kinci,  kiiics^klucsrc 
'flszta  kexcni  iiiAr  cvc):cni  Incs,  Inci, 

Incsre  slctve  megyek,  bogy  sreretbe  legyek. 


/ 
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iSlISKA. 

/ 

S.ugii  (':il2Siuro  .MisKit  sat  liaii  Jar. 

Miska  comes  wiili  yellow  bools,  and  in  scarlet  dollies, 

On  the  streamlet’s  farther  bank  I’anni  lingering  goes  ; 

Wail  not  l*anni — wait  not  now,  for  that  foppish  fellow 
Will  not  spoil  his  scarlet  clothes  nor  his  boots  of  yellow. 

Would  he  risk  his  scarlet  clothes — still  thy  tarrying  lover 
Could  not  cross  the  |)arling  stream — would  not  ford  it  over; 
l  or  the  plank  is  Itorne  away  by  the  o’erflowing  tide,* 
ranni  too  has  turned  her  eye  from  the  youth  aside. 

Not  the  scarlet,  not  the  stream,  nor  the  barking  hound. 
Mighty  heaven  I  far  other  cause — ’twas  the  envious  sound, 
Sound  which  slander's  voice  had  waked—and  the  love  long 
fed 

Out  of  ancient  happy  thoughts — faded,  fainted,  fled. 

•  111  these  line*  arc  two  vulgurMni-i : 

A'  vi/ciial’  (I)  iiu'jr  «ciu  iiichetiK-, 

A'  pailot  eliiio»t.i  vot  (2}  a/  'irvi/.. 
lie  eoiilit  lint  go  through  tiie  \satvi, 

'Mic  inei  llowiiig  ran  ini  the  |»lanK  au.i). 

(I)  I’or  (iltijl  (llllOllgll;  .  f’ot  I'l'l  •'‘Ul. 
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MAUOSIAN  SON(;. 

ArAd  a*  viz,  rnfg  clapaJ, 

Tiik  waters  ebb  and  ilic  waters  flow, 

My  head  is  aching  with  anxious  woe  ; 

But  come,  my  rose,  and  sit  down  with  me. 

Soon  calm  and  sunny  hours  will  beam ; 

My  heart  shall  And  tranquillity. 

And  be  ns  bright  as  Maros*  stream. 

Sweet  dovclet  I  thou  art  as  sad  as  I ; 

List  1  for  the  stork  goes  flapping  by : 

See  1  for  the  courser  seeks  the  glade  ; 

The  grass  is  hung  with  gems  of  dew. 

Lef  s  seek  the  fields,  my  lovely  maid. 

Let’s  mount  our  steeds,  and  be  joyful  too. 

Ilasznos  MuUitsdijohf  No.  XXVIII.  p.  209,  1819. 


/ 
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Till:  STORK. 

/ 

Stork  !  Siork  !  |)oor  Siork  ! 

Wl>y  is  ihy  fool  so  bloo<ly  ? 

A  Turkish  boy  liaih  torn  it, 

Hungarian  boy  will  heal  it, 

Will)  viols,  fifes,  and  drums. 

Tlie  oilghtal  of  tlib  curious  corj|ios]tioii  is  .ns  fullowi : 

G/)lya,  g/ilya,  g/dicza ! 

Mert  v6rcs  a’  labod? 

Tilriik  gycrek  v5gia ; 

Magyar  gyerck  gyogyilolta 
Sippal,  dobbal,  nudi  hegcduvel. 

[When  ill  the  spring  the  storki  first  appear  on  Oalukdr,  (one 
of  the  iaiunds  of  the  Danube,)  the  boys  of  Hungary  asscinbU: 
with  UriiniM,  and  fifes,  and  violins,  and  welcome  the  birds  wich 
this  simple  song.  It  is  an  universal  opinion  among  the  lower 
ciinsses  of  the  Hungarians,  tliat  the  storks  (which  they  iook  upon 
wich  great  tenderness)  pass  their  winter  in  Turkey,  where,  ae- 
cording  to  the  stories  of  the  fifteenth,  sixteenth,  and  seventeenth 
centuries,  every  species  of  cruilty  was  practised  u|>on  them.J 

Ilasznos  Mulattufjohf  No.  LI.  1820. 
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Till*:  imOWN  MAIDKN. 

Nt'in  JOttcii  Tolia  Idc. 

O  WHY  am  1  here,  O  why  am  I  bound 
In  magic  fetters  now  ? 

A  brown  maiden’s  eyebrows  liavc  girt  my  heart  round, 
The  eyebrows  that  gird  her  brow ; 

And  were  it  not  so,  and  were  it  not  so, 

I  could  not  from  tliat  brown  maiden  go« 

13rown  maiden  !  O  thou  hast  betray’d  tlic  youth — 
Thou,  erst  so  beloved  and  true ; 

Thou  host  trapp’d  in  a  snare  my  spirit  of  truth. 

Thou  art  falsehood  and  fickleness  too ! 

And  all  thou  hast  done,  and  all  thou  hast  said, 
O’erHow’d  with  deceit,  thou  treacherous  maid ! 

Udsznos  Muiatsdffohf  No,  XXII.  1820, 
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CAnplArosiii5  galambou). 

Now,  liostcss,  now  !  iny  pretty  bird, 

Fill  up  the  cup  with  wine  ; 

So  I,  the  poor  Hungarian  boy. 

Shall  chase  the  griefs  of  mine. 

And  blessings  on  thee,  comrade  dear ! 

Heaven  shield  thy  head  from  woes. 

From  penal  laws,  and  fiscal  claws,* 

And  Turks  and  Tartar  foes. 

UasznoM  MulaUdtjokf  No,  XXXVH.  1S20. 

[TIim  song  i«  called  a  Jh'tyir  J)all,  Ddydr  h  a  inferable  dog, 
a  poor  devil  (as  the  French  uic  paupre  diubte)  :  the  word  also 
means  htnlsman^  and  particularly  swlnehcrd.j 

•  Varincgy<:ldl,  Flseustdl—llterally,  from  the  Justices  or  autho¬ 
rities  of  the  laws;  and  fiuiu  the  Fiscal,  (Justitiarius,)  or  .///iZ- 
utann,  in  Germany.  The  orbitrary  acts  of  these  personages  are 
very  notorious,  and  the  wish  to  be  freed  from  them  a  most  iiatn- 
ral  prayer  ;  nor  Is  the  desire  to  be  safe  from  Tniks  and  'I’artais  a 
less  appropriate  one  In  the  mouth  of  a  wretched  Hungarian. 
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.SONG  OF  TIHv  .SIlFFHFftl)  OF  MATIIA.* 

Mapinbaii  DcrcU'in. 

I  opfB.N  laugli  contentedly 
On  the  world’*  evil  and  iu  good ; 

Far  dearer  than  the  world  to  me 
Is  this,  my  mountain  solitude. 

I  cat  and  drink — njy  spirit-ease, 

No  legal  squabbles  drive  away ; 

I  lay  me  down  at  eve  in  peace, 

And  joy  awakes  me  when  *tis  day. 

And  every  cottage  is  my  Ijomc, 

And  every  sliephcrd  is  my  friend ;  f 

Their  wealth  is  minc^  mine  theirs — they  come 
In  common  bliss,  o»tr  bliss  to  blend. 

Sweet  songs  I  know  arc  sometimes  heard, 

But  none  so  sweet,  so  dear  os  these, 

When  the  gray  thrush,  ecstatic  bird ! 

O’er  Matra  pours  its  ecstacics. 

*  Matra  ii  a  lilgtt  nioiintahi  lo  the  provluce  of  Chcuciitz. 
t  Eiubcrem,  verbally  my  man;  jol/L  embrrem,  .\i  here,  my  bat 
vuntf  iny  friend. 
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I'lio  r<)l)l)cr’s  plots,  tlie  imirilcrcr’s  liamU, 
Ininiclc  n  )l  on  our  mountain  glen  ; 

Our  robbers  arc  ibc  Woltinc  bands, 
lJul  not  ibc  fiercer  bands  of  men. 

No  sorrows  make  my  visage  wbiic,  ' 

Or  from  my  checks  their  smiles  convey  ; 

My  pipe  I  kindle  with  delight. 

While  round  its  smoky  volumes  play, 

'I’he  noonday  sun  shines  hot  above, 

Then  with  my  herds  1  hasten  home, 

Milk  ll  le  while  ewes  to  please  my  love. 

And  know  a  sweet  reward  will  come. 

Asain  we  seek  the  hills — I  seize 
My /*»<ry/n,  ♦  and  wake  iis  song; 

And,  scattering  music  on  the  breeze, 

I  walk  jny  listening  sheep  among. 

'I’hon  to  ihe  Liinlen  trees  I  go, 

Ivich  l.indcn  seems  to  welcome  me  ; 

My  bo<ly  on  the  turf  I  throw, 

Where  .‘spread  the  sliadows  ofihe  tree. 

Hut  \sho  i.i  there  ?  My  rose,  my  rose! 

My  licart  is  buried  in  her  breast, 

As  in  a  shrine.  ()  see  !  she  goes 
('la<l  in  her  short  and  mo<lest  vesi.  f 

•  Fiirulya,  Kurujjiy.i,  the  Miiiii'.nijii  >ln  |ilnrrtr> 
S/i)Liiyul>;ni :  the  short  niidei  of  the  Hun^.ii 

U 
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Swccl  Pcrc  !  oyc !  thou  art  as  sweet 
As  is  forgiveness ;  ♦  on  thy  face 
I  .saw  two  smiling  angels  meet, 

Two  lilllc  loves  thy  checks  did  grace. 

Where  art  thou  wandering — IVrc  !  mine  ! 

My  flocks  arc  scattered  widely  now ; 

For  thee  I  look,  for  thee  I  pine ; 

.Sweet  maiilen  I  tell  me  where  art  thou ! 

*  Ollyam  vagy  (e  Perc, 

Mint  nz  ciigcdcicni : 

.So  art  tlioii,  Pcrc,  like  forglvcncis 1.  c.  thou  art  reatly  to 
^'Mijivi-,  iImmj  art  forgivoiit-Bs  iticir. 


lIUNnAUIAN  HOIM'I.XM  SoNt'.S. 
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Till-  PAuriN(;  (Jiiu. 

/ 

No-*/.!:  vt'(M  (*|  j<*nv  uv ‘ii  M'Ict. 

()  TAKi:  iho  wedding-ring  awny, 

And  take  llic  wedding. kerchief,  pray  ! 

O  lake  them  hnck—il  may  not  he — 

I  must  not  share  my  fate  wiili  tlicc. 

Alas  !  my  sisters  arc  thy  fucs, 

And  fatlicr,  mother,  friends  oppose; 

O  hlainc  me  not,  it  was  not  I  — 

I  struggled  ’gainst  the  misery. 

('ould  I  have  will’d,  a  diO'erent  l<it 
Were  thine  and  mine— (.)  Idame  me  not! 

I  am  a  poor  and  fochlc  one, 

Wliom  pity  might  look  down  ujron. 

O'er  me  there  shines  a  haleftd  star, 

Whose  rays  of  disappointment  arc  ; 

The  ppring  for  me  hath  doll’d  iis  hlo  jin, 
And  comes  all  clad  in  garh  of  gloom. 

1  plant  young  roses — and  the  rose 
'I’o  briars  and  ti>  wormwood  grows ; 

()  wormwood  !  wormwood  !  plant  of  death, 
Oflhee  I’ll  twine  myself  a  wreath. 

It  •> 
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Tilou  slialt  my  bridal-garland  be, 

To  crown  n  sad  fcstiviiy; 

Then  in  the  peasant*8  hats  shalt  wave. 

When  1  nrn  carried  to  my  grave. 

Ilaszuos  Mnlatsdfjohf  No.  XLV.  1823. 
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2-1.1 


SV.MPA'rHV 
I  lirti  li'ii  iitt  ii*  .'•/i  rciciii. 

Hi, 

How  sudden  love’s  crc«Jlion  is, 

My  heart’s  experience  well  may  deem; 

*Tis  full  of  pain,  ’tis  full  of  bliss, 

A  light,  mysterious,  lovely  dream  : 

A  transport  heaving  in  my  breast, 

A  fire  that  burns  my  checks,  a  Morin 
That  rocks  my  heart,  and  rends  my  rest — 

O  love  !  thou  sweetest,  saddest  form  ; 

Thou  complicated  maze,  that  throws 
My  mind  into  perplexity  ! 

()  soothe  it  with  thy  kiss,  my  ro'C  ! 

Since  for  one  kiss  of  love  from  thee 
The  worhl  I’d  freely  give  ; — but  hide 
Thy  licauties  from  iny  anxious  gliince  ; 

0  turn  thy  little  mouth  aside. 

And  veil  thy  rosy  countenance  : 

'I’hy  swelling  hills  of  purest  snow,* 

'riiinc  arms  so  round  and  so  enchanting, 

.Sweet  violet !  they  wound  me  so, 

I  dare  not  look,  for  light  is  wanting. 

•  Id  III!  Iialiii.dll,  ’lliv  '•uiHiiie  Miou  liill*.  i,  f.  il,v 

•  -  *9 

'‘HOW -w Idle 


V]  in;NOAniAN  rorui.An 

Nay  1  bend  iby  lips  of  love  lo  mine, 
And  list  to  songs,  llio*  ^ad  yet  dear : 
1  languish  for  n  fniilc  of  thine, 

And  tremble,  while  I  ho|>c  nnd  fear. 


S/ir, 

I  know  that  loves  grow  up  unwonted ; 

My  brcnsi,  youth  !  vibrates  to  ihy  breast ; 
My  rest,  brown  boy  !  is  also  liauntcti 
Ily  visions  such  as  Imunt  thy  rest : 

'J'hc  sweet,  transporting  pain,  I  share  it ; 

l/jvc’s  mandate,  I,  like  thee,  obey  ; 

And  if  thou  !>car  its  weight,  I  bear  it, 

And  walk  with  llicc  its  thorny  way. 

Sweet  grief, — sad  pleasure—  let  us  dwell 
Together,  sharing  banc  and  bliss ; 

And  if  a  kiss  can  bless  us— well! 

'lake,  take,  iny  love !  the  maiden**  kis.> ! 
And  tliesc  white  bills  of  swelling  mow, 

And  those  round  arms— if  they  can  bring 
A  solace  or  a  screen  from  woe, 

Woe  soon  will  fly  on  hurried  wing, 
ril  bend  my  lips  of  love  to  tliine. 

My  bappicsl  smile  shall  light  on  llico  ; 
I^ing  not  sad  songs,  dear  heart  of  ntino, 

Hut  songs  of  joy  and  viitory. 


IIUNCAHIAN  rOPULAU  SONOS.  217 

Ilofh, 

Our  ki.-y?  shall  be  ihc  pledge  of  faith, 

The  plcilgc  of  love,  the  heart’s  sweet  pain  ; 

And  each  to  each  here  swears  that  death 
Alone  shall  part  our  souls  again. 

Ihsznos  Mulniidfjohf  No.  V.  1B2  I. 
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swjiKT  .sTi:rHi:N. 

Phta  RztvCiii,  lie  atliatiiriiti ! 

SwKF.T  Sic|)hcn  !  myhearl!  I  oin  »lcrpy— 50  llirow, 
I’liat  I  inny  rcjwse,  thy  coarse  garment  •  below ; 

“  O  sweet  were  the  sleep  I  should  sleeps  could  1  be 
l  ast  lock’d  in  the  orms  of  a  virgin  like  thee  ; 

The  arms  of  the  virgin  encircled  in  n)ine. 

0  privileged  day ! 

The  kiss  of  the  virgin  my  kisses  shall  shrine 
As  sweeter  than  they.” 

But  0  if  thou  leave  me,  thy  hand  iliall  not  break 
IVom  the  stem  of  the  rose-tree  a  rose-bud  so  weak; 

Tho*  the  hedge  may  be  high,  deep  the  grave  iho*  it  be, 
^'es,  Stephen !  my  heart !  I  will  wait  u|)on  thee. 

”  In  thy  so(\  virgin  arnis  will  I  rest  till  decay 
Shall  over  nve  roll ; 

And  the  sweet  virgin  honcyj  thy  kisses  convey. 

Shall  be  foo<l  for  nvy  soul, 

JlasTMOS  Muldtuigohf  No,  b.  p.  ill);!,  lso  >, 

•  S^ilillil*  li'ilfs'iJ,  pcaiaiitV  (Ynr/4. 
t  Aliiiat  ulliatiiAni,  an  orirtilalbiii,  Ih  nUci*  a  >lit  p. 

;  S/iir  iiirv.i'toi,  vliKin  liuiu  j. 
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0  'j  IIK  ccslaiic  bliss  of  song  ! 

It  boars  iny  heart  in  streams  along  ; 
y\ii(l  njy  lijis  cry*— Again,  again  ! 
lint  of  all  htrains  the  sweetest  strain 
Is  that  wbicli  tills  the  soul  and  sense 
With  ovcr|K)weriiig  eloi|ucnce — 
Without  its  sotil  all  ung  is  vain. 
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.SWEET  .sniiri  ! 

S/erctlck  kfit,  ft’  in^g  ^Ick,  ncinc*  Iclck  li'gcilU't. 

Sweet  spirit  1  while  life  has  on  impulse,  thouMi  be 
In  sorrow  and  sadness  on  angel  to  me ; 

Be  mine  os  I’m  thine — let’s  be  mutually  blest 

As  the  love-warbling  songnters  that  watch  their  green  rc!-:i. 

Come  hither !  to  sink  on  my  bosom— for  thou, 

Thou  only  shall  welcome  the  poet’s  first  vow  ; 
llis  truth  shall  he  met  by  thy  truth— thou  nionc 
Can’st  judge  of  iis  purity,  sweet  !  by  thine  own. 

My  name  and  my  glory  ore  wailing  on  thee, 

My  heart  melts  in  thine— my  saint  will  thou  be. 

My  hope  and  my  heaven,  my  being,  my  bliss } 

Joy-giver — what  joy  can'st  thou  give  more  than  iliis  i 

My  heart  is  thy  temple,  and,  living  or  dead. 

Thy  liglit  on  its  altars  will  ever  be  shed  ; 

.And  dcatlj,  when  it  fiings  the  poor  ruin  to  clay, 

Ji^hall  rescue  thy  name  from  the  wreck?:  of  decay. 


/ 


IIUNCAIIIAN  rOlU’LAU  SONCS. 


co.Mi:  iimiKii. 

<J)i'rc  In*,  Kuz.irnii,  j?ycfc  be. 

Co.Mi:  hither,  como  hither,  sweet  rosebud,  I  s 
Come  hither,  conic  hillicr  to  me 
The  <Ioor  is  wide  open— come  liithcr,  I  prny, 
1  am  lonely  and  waiting  for  thee. 
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Discovjmv. 


O  (»/i'rnK’>^ih*n  Ajciiict  miiul  j'lrj.V 


A  TiiouPAND  perplexities  liang  on  my  brow, 

My  Ih  nrt  is  ft  streamlet  of  bitterness  now ; 

For  1  find  tliat  tby  love  is  but  trifling  and  scorn ; 

Thou  Imst  smitten  a  ruck  where  a  fountain  of  tears 
Springs  forlh—niid  ti  pnrsion  whirl)  grew  with  iny  years, 
And  blends  with  my  being,  hath  IcA  me  forlorn. 


/ 
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LOVlv'S  CONQUKST. 

/ 

Nciii  liilMZtMl,  a*  kii  Amor. 

I.OVK !  tliou  hast  vanriuislrd  nic  at  lust. 
And  I  am  smiitcn  through  and  through  ; 

What  thou  couldst  not  do,  time  long  past, 
Thou  hast  at  length  contrived  to  do. 

All  niy  resistance  is  subdued, 

I  prostrate  fall  in  thy  divan  ; 

I  stand  no  longer  where  I  stoed, 

I  feel,  I  own,  I  nin  but  man. 

I  never  asked  nor  pledged  a  vow, 

I  never  bowed  to  thy  command ; 

1  was  a  child — but  now,  ()  now. 

Too  well  thy  sway  I  understand. 

I  am  thy  slave— I  wear  thy  chains — 

My  heart  is  subject  all  to  thee  ; 

One  passion  flows  thro’  all  my  veins. 

One  sole  sweet  thought  has  mastered  me. 

That  lovely  form  !  'tis  Venus’  own. 

By  all  the  stniling  graces  blent  ; 

'I’lic  rosekis  in  the  garden  grown 
Are  far  less  fair,  le>.s  redolent. 
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Thine  inllucncc,  gentle  as  the  dew  ; 

Thy  inolions,  faultless;  and  thy  soul 

Is  bright !  aye,  bright  and  blessed  tuo  ! 

A  beautiful,  a  perfect  whole. 

Ves !  iho!*  art  beauteous  in  tby  smile, 

And  beauteous  in  thy  falling  (ears ; 

Deautcous  in  silence,  beauteous  while 
Thy  living  language  cliarms  our  cars. 

Even  while  I  own  thy  tyranny, 

And  know  I  am  thy  slave,  'tis  blest 

To  bend  my  fettered  soul  to  iheo, 

And,  ruled  by  thee,  to  feel  at  rest. 

I!aj)i)y,  who  stretches  to  the  goal, 

And  sits  beneath  love’s  flowery  tree, 

And  gathers  from  a  blooming  soul 
Tlje  fruits  of  blessed  sympathy. 

There  is  no  bliss  hut  this— for  bliss 
Apart  from  love  is  all  a  dream  ; 

It  dwells  upon  a  maiden's  kiss, 

And  consecrates  tlio  lovcr.’s  theme. 

Hung  on  his  maiden’s  arm,  distress 
A  garb  of  peace  and  pleasure  wears ; 

And  want  itself  is  blessedness, 

When  love  looks  smiling  on  its  cares : 

.So  that  love’s  pains  their  pleasures  bring, 
And  nil  its  burthens  wax  them  light, 

While  hope’s  sweet  beamings  sun-rays  fling, 
Thro*  many  a  darkened  day  and  night. 
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iMy  freedom  is  for  ever  lost 

Since  tljec  I  found,  and  at  thy  feet 
I  fall  and  worship,  with  the  host 
Of  mine  an’cctions,  strong  and  sweet. 

O  yes  1  I  build  a  shrine  to  thee, 

And  thou  my  worship'd  idol  art ; 

I,  a  poor  pilgrim,  reverently 
Tor  incense  ofl'er  mine  own  heart? 

My  heart !  yes  !  bath’d  in  fragrant  sighs. 
And  mingled  with  untainted  love  ; 
With  faith  and  truth,  the  odours  rise 
To  thee,  who  smilest  from  al>ovc. 

My  prayers  shall  be  mine  incense,  dear ! 

And  for  an  olVcring  worthy  thee. 

I’ll  pour  the  unafl'ccicd  tear — 

O  grant  a  meet  return  to  me  ! 
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l^NRKQUITKO  I/)VE. 

'Ki-ck  I'l  tc.l,  <lc  iicni  laio.l  iwiu  In  (’r/ol  tu/cinot. 

I  DUii.v  for  ihce,  and  thou  art  cold,  yc{  canU  not  quench 
my  fire  ; 

Why  wilt  tl>ou  smile  on  iny  dcq>aif,  and  not  on  niy  d  sire  ? 

Vet  could  I  break  away  from  thee,  1  would  not  wear  the 
chain, 

Nor  dash  among  the  breakers  wild,  a  sailor  on  the  main. 

There’s  no  reward  for  constancy,  no  honour  waits  oi» 
truth. 

And  love  awakens  nnscry,  and  faithlessness,  and  ruth  ; 

I’assion’s  remorseless  scourges  give  more  |)ainful  pangs  to 
pain. 

And  danger  sits,  and  discord  comes,  where  fondness  has 
her  reign  ; 


And  fear,  that  doubles  all  di>trcss,  hies  thither  with  its 
frown. 

And  lK)ndagc,  taking  freedom’s  name,  inq^ols  the  spirit 
down. 

I  sec  thee  not— I  hear  thee  not — how  dark  iny  path  ap¬ 
pears  ! 

I  know  not  which  o’erhangs  it  incsr,  my  passion  or  my 
fears. 


IIUNC.AHIAN  I'On'l.All  SONGS. 


207 


'lOvo  pointed  barbs  have  pierced  me  through ;  one  is  with 
magic  charmcil, 

(^ne  (lipp’d  in  poison  ;  both,  alas !  with  awful  terrors 
armed  ; 

I’rc'C/iug  or  fwiug,  waVmgjoys,  or  roiunnliiig  woes; 

Ihit  every  wavelet  of  my  heart  disturbs  it  as  it  flowr. 

Dragg’d,  dragg’d  by  misery  on,  life’s  press  intolerably 
great, 

I’or,  loveless,  irulbless,  who  could  bear  his  melaiuholy 
fate  ? 

Idr  disappointfuent  brings  distress,  and  fearful  iboughts 
impend, 

And  life  will  linger,  linger  on,  ns  if  it  had  no  end  ; 

I'idess  my  l<n’e  for  thee  should  break  life’s  melancholy 
thread  ! 

'I'luy  ask  me  whence  my  gloomy  dreams,  and  why  I  beml 
my  head, 

And  why  1  sigh  and  weep,  nor  ki»ow  why  sorrows  cloud 
my  brow. 

And  shall  I  tell  tlic  dreary  tale,  an<l  shall  I  say  ’lis  thou ! 


Who  br<)U'dit  me,  to  this  dark  abyss  ^  'lis  thou— my  tongm' 


is  still  ; 

I  will  not  blame  thei! 
will ; 


I  will  bow'  subfnissi\e  to  boaviMi’s 


s 
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Wait  patient  for  that  sweet  rc])Ose  which  crowns  all  mortal 
care, 

And  love,  while  living — live  to  love — I  swear  it,  maid  1  1 
swear. 

My  truth  shall  last  as  long  as  life — shall  have  no  end  but 
death ; 

I  turn  to  thee,  I  call  on  tlice,  with  hot  and  eager  breath  : 

And  shall  I  tell  thee  all  I  feel — that  a//,  what  words  can 
tell  ? 

For  death  alone  the  waves  can  calm  that  in  my  bosom 
swell ! 

Vos  !  Welcome  !  I  would  say  to  him — I  say  to  thee,  I’are- 
wcll ! 
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HLI.SS. 

biijfilt  g«)ii(l)>l;ttiin  sziinjclil. 

Thoughts  ihal  have  slept  in  darkness,  vanish  now ; 
Vc  have  too  long  o’ershadow’d  my  sad  brow ; 

And  1  dm  summoned  to  that  golden  hour, 

When  bliss,  not  sorrow,  wields  its  mighty  power. 

A  brighter  vision  beams  upon  mine  eyes. 

With  dreaujs  of  thee  and  thy  sweet  courtesies ; 

And  kiss-returning  kisses — odorous  wonls, 

Attd  all  the  smiles  and  sweets  that  love  afTur*!^. 

The  radiance  bursting  from  thine  orbs  of  dav, 

The  dimpled  graces  near  thy  lij)s  which  play  ; 

They  have  possessed  my  spirit — waked  a  lire 
That  burns  and  brightens,  and  can  ne’er  expire. 

A  fair  pearl  lloating  in  my  vision  seems  — 

Is  it  a  dream  } — Then  life  has  nought  but  <lreoin<. 

Is  she  not  mine.^  Am  I  not  hers,^  'Hjcn  thought, 
Sense,  sulVering,  pain,  and  pUntsure — all  are  nought. 

Call  honey,  bitter — I  will  not  mistrust ; 

Call  justice,  knavery — I  will  still  be  just: 

Say  all  that  glitters  is  not  gold — 'tis  true  ; 

That  hearts  arc  morbid — and  I’ll  say  so  too. 
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(>Ci lk’/citk^‘iit  it)ugd«K‘.U‘lck. 

IjKK  a  (urilc-dovc  complaining 
'J'liai  no  joy  in  now  remaining; 

Wliut  pIioII  hope’s  sweet  dreams  renew  me, 
All  life’s  desert,  hare  and  gloomy  ? 

One  sad  thought  pursues  me  ever — 

I/)vc  is  fled,  returning  never ; 

She  who  was  my  love’s  first  blossom. 
Sleeps  upon  anolher’H  bosom. 

What  is  left  for  love  and  gladness  ? 

Sorrow,  eoliiude,  and  sadness ; 

J'or  tlio  dreams  of  peace  departed. 

Sighs  have  burst  and  tears  have  started. 

lint  the  trees  and  flowers  I  summon, 

“  Jlring  me  back  that  lovely  woman  !" 

Ihen  1  think  that  she  is  sitting 
In  her  castle,  me  for^celtiii". 

So  doth  every  matin,  dawning. 

Shade  my  thought  with  gloomiest  awnin'*' : 
Hope  deferred,  and  bliss  retreating. 

Shall  I  ever  hear  thy  greeting? 
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l•XA.MI^■ATIO^^ 


M*>iitl  mu  ;;,  n/Ivciu  ! 


v.'iij'y  a'  lio/zam  x  a-jy  esak  csalo^ai*/. 


Now  lell  me,  licarl !  nri  thou  s'mccrc,  or  ait  dls- 
scmblin;;  still  ? 

Art  s|)orlir)g  vvitli  my  happiness,  and  trilling  with  my  will  ? 
What  sin  have  I  committed  ?  What  duty  left  undone  ? 
Have  1  been  faithless?  No!  I’ve  been  tmtrue  to  none! 


A  tliousand,  and  a  thousand  times,  I  pledged  to  thee  my 
vow ; 

If  I  have  in  a  tittle  failed,  he  my  accuser  now  ! 

Now,  while  again  I  swear,  through  life  and  time  lo  bo 
Devoted  to  thyself,  devoted  all  to  thee. 

()  how  I  love  thy  J''nglish  face!  and  love  no  face  but 
thine !  • 

Vc-s  !  all  but  thine,  and  all  but  thee,  no  love  shall  have  of 
mine. 

Keturn,  my  love,  sweet  mind  !  for  such  a  blest  return 
Will  wake  all  smiling  thoughts,  and  check  all  thoughts 
that  mourn. 


Aiic'jali  ki'iu  t,  in.iM  .uh.i  111.111  •ziutiK. 
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Here,  hovering  round  ihy  lovely  form,  till  dc-alli  shall  smile 
thee,  maid ; 

And  dreaming  of  that  l>cttcr  world  which  death  shall  ne’er 
invade. 

Sweet  thought!  which  time  can  bring  from  blest  eternity ; 

Sweet  thought  I  eternal  joy!  to  dwell  in  heaven  with  thee. 

Thou  bidst  mo  leave  thee.  Yes!  I’ll  leave,  when  love 
grows  cold,  or  I 

Can  plant  another  in  my  breast ;  or,  tired  of  thee,  I  die : 

Of  thee,  for  whom  I  all  abandon  and  despise ; 

Of  thee,  with  whom  the  rays  of  pleasure  set  and  rise. 

O  scorn  me  not— thy  scorn  is  jwiir’d  on  truth,  on  love— on 
all 

That  earth  adores,  that  heaven  approves ;  thy  marriage 
festival 

May  see  a  fairer  swain— a  prouder  train  may  show. 

Hut  faithfulness  like  mine,  and  fondness,  maiden,  NoJ 

Yet  come  what  will,  and  frown  what  may,  Til  worship  thee, 
my  fair! 

All  pains,  all  pangs,  all  martyrdoms,  for  ll»ee  I’ll  voiceless 
bear. 

riiore  is  no  death  I  dread,  if  from  its  sun’ering  tlwu 
Would  rouse  thy  love's  sweet  smile  and  consecrate  iny 

vow. 
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THF:  human  IlUAIlT. 


H.'Ror  ft*  >/iv,  ciu:<  is. 


'I’liK  human  heart  is  Iwlil  and  strong, 

Vet  oft  l)etray«J  or  guided  wrong, 

Will)  little  flattering,  soft  carresscs, 

Or  gilded  words  that  love  expresses  ; 

With  fascinating  snrilcs  and  kisses, 

And  present  dreams  and  premised  bllvus, 

'J'hc  human  heart  is  strong  and  hokl, 

Vet  often  wounded,  oft  coniroll’d  ; 

Listening  to  fancy’s  strange  Iransportirtgs, 

And  falsehood’s  wiles,  ami  woman’s  tourtings ; 

A  thousand  treacherous  darts  go  through  it, 

And  then  it  bleeds,  and  then — we  rue  it, 

'I'he  human  heart  is  strong  and  hold, 

A  granite  castle’s  mural  hold, 

Where  fetters  rattle — ah!  those  fetters 
Have  chained  me,  and  they  chain  n)y  heller'. 

Sweet  rose!  why  should  thy  thorns  surround  me, 
'I’hus  to  perplex,  and  lliui  to  wound  im  r 
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Tlic  Imman  heart  is  strong  and  lx)M, 

Hut  thine,  a  uomarr»,  proad  and  told ; 

Its  iciness  a  fire  has  lighted, 

Ils  pride,  my  buds  of  hope  has  blightf'd. 
.Strange  that  stjch  |>owcr  to  tl)cc  was  given 
To  make,  by  love,  a  hell  of  hc-aven. 

Heart !  then  be  cautious,  nor  attend 
'I’o  wIiisjKiring  wiles,  nor  slippery  friend ; 

The  honied  speech  hath  verjuice  in  it, 

And  ccstacy’s  8wiA-pinion*d  minute 

Drings  years  of  pain:  if  love  Intray  thee, 
Nought  can  its  miseries  repay  tin  t. 
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VOCTU. 

\  /li.’k  a*  vil.'i^oii. 

Voi'Tli’s  ihe  scnwii  of  cnjoymcnl, 

.So  ril  give  full  scope  to  joy  ; 
ricasurc,  wisdom’s  best  employment, 
.Shall  my  thoughts  .and  dreams  cmj)loy. 
Let  the  sad  ally  with  sadness, 

I  have  mad'*  my  peace  with  gladness. 

1‘uil  of  smiles  and  chcei  fuLheartid, 

.Spring  leaves  wint<  r’s  dreary  den  ; 
Night’s  dark  denn)ns,  when  departed, 
lliing  rlay’s  sunny  '•priii  s  again, 
in  the  abyss  of  grief  the  deepe>t, 

'I'hoii,  sw<  et  eon''Olation  !  s|i  {  p(  st. 

Lilt;  lleeliiig  — then  iinpiove  it  ; 

1.0  !  it  melts  beneath  thy  tom.b  . 

’'I'i'.  loo  lovely  not  i<j  love  it, 

’  I'is  loo  vain  to  lova*  too  niu<  h  ; 

It  has  honey-giving  llowers, 
iili  as  bal>am-bearing  bovver^. 
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Gather  round  thee  friends  of  kindness, 
To  their  hearts  tliy  heart  be  given  ; 
Friendship  in  our  mortal  blindness 
Is  the  only  light  of  heaven. 

For  the  faithless  friends  thou  rucst, 
Cling  to  one,  or  two,  the  truest. 
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Tin:  imiDi:. 

/ 

lUvzog  v.iijyrjn  lukciu  ii  inai 

1  COT  inc  a  bride — all !  I  got  me  a  bride, 

And  a  prclly  good  portion  of  trouble  beVide  ; 

I  have  buried  the  peace  and  the  joy  of  my  life, 

Which  I  shouldn't  have  done  had  1  buried  my  wife. 

I  know  not  what  fiend  with  the  witch  has  combin’d  ; 

He  dived  to  his  den,  but  he  left  her  behind  : 

I  asked  her  for  wine,  and  I  asked  her  for  bread. 

And  she  flung  first  abuse — then  licr  fist  at  my  head. 

When  I  think  of  that  excellent  landlady  who 
Clives  me  food — gives  mo  drink,  and  so  cheerfully  too  ; 
And  turn  to  that  dragon,*  whom  tiger-milk  nursi, 

My  heart  splits  in  two  when  I  feel  how  I’m  curst. 

Only  two  nights  ago— who  had  dreamt  she  was  nigh? 
When  thinking  aiul  meaning  no  evil,  not  I ; 

I  was  hound  to  a  neighbor’s — the  hideous  one  canu; 
And  vomited  vengeance,  and  fiiiy,  and  llame. 

•  I'cni  iVii’i; — lli'K'oii'  \voi lu  — •  <»iiiiin<ii  M.t.'  ii 
i.i)  (In' (lr\il,  i>i  (liaji'ii  (S. Ilk. Ill)  . 
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“  Thou  scoundrel!  thou  vagabond !  wcncli-huiiliug  knave!”* 

This,  lliis  was  the  welcome  the  evil  one  gave ; 

►She  roared  like  a  lion  that  springs  from  his  nook ; 

And,  O!  how  I  loticrcd,  and  trembled,  and  shook.f 

Jlow  long,  0  thou  work  of  the  devil !  how  long  ? 

livery  day  thou  art  here  does  thy  destiny  wrong: 

I  know  what  thy  doom  is,  I  know  it  full  w  ell ; 

J)ut  why,  while  on  earth,  am  7  driven  to  hell  ^ 

*  Tc,  kiirafit  mlt  Cklnrtlx?.  t((  kurvaiiyiuiban? 

Kumint/a  lilerally  iiicans,  mother  of  harlot*,  h'urva  l<  the 
Slavonic  for  courtezan :  thongli  it  is  liaidly  to  ho  >iU|t|)0£e()  the 
Magyars  were  iiiiivcrfnlly  cliaste  before  lliey  horrowetl  the  nii- 
ehaxtily-dcnothip  wor«i  from  their  nelglihonix.  ‘J  herc  Ih  an  old 
linng'.uian  woid  rhi^i/o,  nuMiihig  the  lowciit  of  |iro5tilnti«. 

t  'rids  Ij  soincwliat  too  free  in  tiic  oilginal: 

ijodteinhen  iif’vi/eltein  o'  pat)fiinhnn. 

'I'hci'o/j/o  Is  the  linen  imdeidieis  (diawers)  worn  by  tlie  linn* 
g.iiians  in  warm  wcatiier. 
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I'lli:  MA(iVAU  DANCi:. 
a/.t  inoiidjalt :  iiciii  illik  a'  caiuv  a*  .Macyai  iiak. 

A  \  Kuv  preliy  piece  of  dreaming  to  fancy  that  a  M.igyai 
lad, 

In  kailiern  shoes  and  shortened  breeches,*  can  dance  !  O, 
no;  but  sec  biin  clad 

In  ratdijig  spurs  and  plumy  head-dress ;  f  and  then,  and 
then,  when  full  of  joy, 

JJerore  his  pcarl-broned*  Magyar  maiden,  O  tlicn  behold 
the  Magyar  boy. 


•  'I'la;  Majiyars  lndd  tlic  sluu  t  brcoi  lien  and  .-lioi's  uf  llu’h  (kt* 
man  ne'^ldniUM  in  very  h'>  eat  e<inleni|>(,  and  deem  >i|tni  i  es'iemi  d 
to  a  dancer,  that  they  have  an  e.\|iie.siihni  hetokenin^  that  *'a 
dancer  without  his  s{mrs  !■>  a  sinij)  without  salt,  a  kiii  without  a 
heard/ 

t  't  he  kalpa^',  or  lituin'ailau  national  ca|i.  It  is  made  of  fnr, 
and  decorated  with  rows  of  leathers,  reathers  arc  toed  in  ilun- 
gary  on  many  occasions  ^ilnilar  to  tho^e  in  which  rihboni  arc 
enn>loyed  b)  us,  as  for  s’xani|dc,  by  recrnitliij,'  jiarties. 

J  'I’lic  (lasta  is  the  otnaniented  licadolress  of  the  itninarrii  d 
Women  of  iinngary,  .Slovakia,  and  .Servia.  rormerly  none  hut 
Vilnius  weie  alioued  to  wear  it,  and  it  was  taken  from  the  bride 
witij  many  ceicmonios  on  tin*  slay  of  inarria;^e,  when  cioidncted 
to  the  abode  <;f  the  hride^ioom.  On  tlie  followim,'  nioinine  mar¬ 
ried  women  leptaceii  it,  or  r.iliier  Miinioiinted  it  by  the  I'dkii- 
Id.  'rbe  i-t  ci*;ii|  iiTd  of  a  niimbei  of  li.nid.e.-e-  loiiii’d 
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Our  Magyar  dance  they  say  is  lonely,  a  melancholy  dance 
they  say ; 

Hut  see  a  Magyar  foot  when  twinkling — is  it  not  s|)ortive, 
glad  and  gay? 

Go  to  the  Shimian  fields  and  loll  me,  if  ever  fancy’s  busy 
glance 

Dwelt  on  a  scene  so  brightly  joyous,  or  followed  a  more 
rapturous  dance,^ 

The  dance  of  Gaul  is  affectaiion ;  and  light  thougli  German 
dances  be. 

They  nre  but  an  eternal  sameness— a  wearisome  mono¬ 
tony  ;  t 


roiinil  llic  »u«'I  oficii  ornaiiiciitcd  with  |Ka»N,  A  h.tir  jiin, 
Hcncr.tlly  of  filher,  aiul  In  the  furm  of  a  dafjgcr,  w.n  .<trii»k 
through  It. 

•  l/iin  Soinogy  Vurmcgyi'ljcn  a’  l.'iiicitot  meg  JarJak 
bdl  hogy  ugrust  voiiiijaiiak,  azt  U  alig  vArJfik. 

Sec  how,  ill  the  province  of  Soinog,  tiicy  dance  that  dance  ; 

'J’licrc  U  no  llngeiing,  till  tlie  ojew  U  danced  througli. 

'I  lic  t'groi  in  the  gny  and  cheerful  dance  j  the  rtrbunkot  the  «low 
mid  formal —It  h  used  when  rccriilti  arc  engaged. 

t  This  Is  true  of  the  Cermaii  waltzes,  to  which  It  refers.  'J  lic 
Magyar  dance  is  exceedingly  varied  In  Its  figures.  Ur.  Humy  tolls 
me,  that  on  one  occasion  an  Knglisii  traveller  noted  down  the 
many  changes  of  figure  In  a  Magyar  dance,  and  they  amounted  to 
more  tlian  a  hundred.  My  friend,  who  thinks  that  there  Is  a 
strong  resemblance  between  tlic  national  character  of  the  Kn- 
gllsli  and  tlic  Magyars,  will  hare  It  that  even  In  tlicir  dances  this 
Is  the  ease.  The  general  tone  of  the  .Magyar  feeling  Is  mclau- 
iholv  and  pathetic. 
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And  gloomy  are  the  Englisli  dances — a  heavy  and  a  tire¬ 
some  chain ; 

But  onr.s,  but  ours  were  consecrated,  aye  !  down  from  old 
Kin<i  David’s  rci^n. 

O  O 
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DISDAIN. 


Ha  te  I'ligciii*  fjtak  iiMi!at.^aglMl  «7cr«  i*/. 

Thy  very  smiles  iny  lienrl  o’crslnde, 

They  speak  but  of  lliy  cold  disdain  ; 

Could  1  uproot  tlicc  thence,  fair  maid  ! 

My  heart  might  rest  in  |>eacc  again. 

Thy  gentle  .spirit  cannot  know 
What  hours  of  woe  I  pass  for  thee* ; 

'I’hou  conldst  not  try  ancclion  to, 

Nor  Irillc  with  a  wretch  like  me. 

How  off,  in  evening’s  twilight  hour, 

I've  pass’d  for  thee  thydwcllifig  round, 

Af)d  struggling  ’gainst  love’s  niighiy  |)owcr, 
With  heavier,  heavier  chains  was  bound  ! 

I.ist,  O  my  treasure  !  List !  for  all 
Arc  thine  of  thought’s  best  ofl'crings : 

List  to  thy  slave’s,  thy  suppliant’s  call  — 
Ilreak  his  dark  chains,  and  lend  ihy  wings. 
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m 


MV  r:iiii()H. 

Nnn  liilt  'll  volici  IiOk)  Ci'.'y. 

1  Nr.vKii  (IrcamM  that  ihou  couldsi  he 
.So  Ircachcrous  nnd  so  coM  to  me  ; 

Once  iho’.s  o’crdow’d’sl  wiili  tenderness, 

As  now  with  pride  and  scorn’s  excess. 

Thy  love  was  hilt  a  faint  cslecm — 

IMine,  bright  and  warm,  ns  siimmcr-lieain  ; 

And  thine  indiU'erence  wounds  me  more 
'I’han  hale  or  grief  could  woumi  hefore. 

I  vow’d — 1  uill  not  hirak  the  vow, 

'1  hough  pli'dgi  il  to  one  so  colil  as  thou  ; 

I’ll  lv< cp  the  sacrid  oaili  I  swore, 

'J  ill  o’er  me  death  shall  dose  iis  door ; 

And  then,  even  then,  my  slundir  ling  clay,* 

My  erumlding  hones,  from  day  to  day 
Shall  pour  forth  sighs  to  thee  — to  lh(«'  — 

'fill  iioi  a  fragment  rests  of  me. 

'I’hen  say  upon  my  grave’s  green  hre5l^l, 

“  llcrr  .nlioiihm  tn  hii  htul  of  n'it, 

Ono.  whom  I  loyal -^nud  (o  (h\ytair 
llitroifd  him,  }Vj  /<».•  slumhrr.i  herr." 

•  Akknr  is  iiM‘1,'  liiilt  jxiiniiii — 'riu  II  will  my  O'l'l  >/'o/ — 
iMim  /-'//•,  l‘'trtihii  willi  llir  |iliir.il  'iillis  •  jiulrrra  iini, 

r 
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I  have  no  oilier  wish,  no  prayer. 

Say  that  my  passion  was  sincere, 

And  my  reward,  lode — and  say, 

I  pined  in  silent  ihought  away  ; 

And  in  my  dying  agony 
I  spoke,  I  thought,  alone  ofihce. 
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27'» 


Tin:  i‘i(,(iin.MAni:.  ^ 

l(<>Kr<)3  IjA  liaitjai  t<'nluli.tii.iK. 

O’eu  me  nre  alDiciion’s  waters  in  their  heaviest  current'; 
pourM; 

'I’hcy  have  swc[)t  away  all  ploasnrc — every  pleasure  time 
had  siorM ; 

Slanderous,  poisoning  longues  have  pierced  me  with  their 
hi«leouH  calumnies, 

Hence  I  hang  iny  head  in  sorrow — hence  my  iiackKsH 
miseries. 

Mourn  for  me,  ye  gloomy  forests —mourn  for  me,  ye  dew- 
hung  trees — 

Mourn  for  me,  ye  scattered  roses— have  ye  witnessed  grief* 
like  these  ^ 

Wandering  for  the  maid  I  cherish’d  —  vainly  for  that  maid 
1  roam  ; 

*  Twas  for  her  I  left  my  father’s,  mother’s,  brother’s,  sis¬ 
ter’s,  home. 

I  must  wander  !  heavy  h  irihen  is  my  heart !  a  weight  like 
lead  ; 

Here  for  me  is  no  abiding — where  sitall  I  repose  my  head.^ 

-r  •.> 
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I  have  nought  hut  foes  around  me— brother,  friend,  ac- 
rjuuinlnncc,  none; 

They  would  fain  betray  the  wanderer — fain  would  hear  his 
dying  groan, 

Jhil  disease  sits  darkly  on  me,  and  I  feel  my  strength  de¬ 
cay; 

Here  I  may  not  tarry  longer — Pilgrim  of  the  earth,  away  ! 

Come  away !  the  steeds  arc  wailing — I  am  ready  to  he 
gone : 

Forward,  forward  on  thy  journey— lime  is  calling— on¬ 
ward — on. 
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l)m.\KlN(i  SON(;.  / 

Kmva  ;»/  aiMt)a  finljcrm  li,  cuy  ui:)  iniiit  : 

OtT  will)  il !  ihc  knave  is  a  iniscrtani,  and  more, 
Who  Ijcljind  your  back  says  wlial  he  wonl  say  before  ; 
To  iho  yells  of  foul  slander  as  liulc  I  list, 

As  I  Ii>t  to  the  bowl  of  a  dog  in  the  mis:. 

I.ci  his  tongue  in  bis  month-roof  to  rottenness  turn  ; 
My  God  shall  assist  mo  his  slanders  to  spurn. 

I.et  the  world  go  to  wreck,  if  the  vine-irces  be  spared, 
And  their  rich  ruby  drops  without  culture  be  icanil ; 
Our  minds  to  enlighten, 

Our  spirits  to  brighten, 

iiurra  !  and  hurra  !  and  hurra  !  to  the  pledge  ; 

Dive  down  to  the  crystalline  deeps  from  the  eiige. 

I  know  of  a  city,  and  Ihida  i's  traine ; 

Near  Huda  flows  onwards  the  Duna  of  fume  ; 

In  Duna’s  a  fish — ’lis  the  Martsa* — o'er  all 
May  the  blessing  of  God's  own  benignity  fall ; 

And  joy  with  the  honest  aiul  execllenl  be, 

While  the  worthless  are  given  to  infani\. 


*  Hart'. I — Siluiii-  ul.tiii*. 
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Vcs  !  let  bliss  be  with  all  from  God’s  Iwuniy  divine, 

And  the  clouds  drop  down  rain,  and  the  cellar  give  wine  ; 
And  our  garments  be  free  from  the  taint  of  a  spot ;  ♦ 

Our  Magyars  rule  0/d  A,  and  A  Vmc/,  and  T6t.j[ 

God  give  us  all  blessing, 

Wine,  roast,  salt  |)osscssing  ; 

Give  oaLs  to  the  Pole, 

To  our  foes  the  grave’s  hole, 

'lb  Magyar  commrmity. 

Health,  peace,  and  unity. 

Wine  and  roasted  meat  lx.'side, 

Hut  first  a  good  and  lovely  bride.* 

•  Nc  Ic^'ycii  riihAiikuii  KomuiinciiiU  fdit — on  our  clotlici  let 
tlicic  lie  no  ijxjt,  Fdltos  N(*iiicl-—SjiottetJ  Ciennan  li  in  lluiigar) 
a  c'uiiiiuon  lerin  of  O|»|)iohriiiui. 

i  GA/7/ — \VallacliIan.  — (jcriiian.  y‘i<r--Sl4vonl.iii. 

J  'riic  original  |ja«  nil  thh  vaiUty  of  mrarufi*. 
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Tin:  Tis/CiAN. 

UTiku^  I'l^ykoi",  l\'5li 

I  rom  iIjc  siniliijg  fields  of  Hakosli,*  on  the  market-day  ol' 
Test, 

1.0  i  an  Over-Tiszian  Cliikosh  in  his  snowy  bunda  drcsl  ;f 

JJnnda  wearing,  bagpipes  bearing, 

And  he  seeks  tljc  “  Three  Cups’  ”  Tavern,  where  they  sell 
of  wine  the  best. 

'I'here  they  jok’d  the  sheep-clad  Chikosh — asked  him  if  in 
Tiszian  land 

Teoplc  spoke  the  Magyar  language,  and  could  Magyar  un- 
dersland  ? 

Or  if  Tiszians  spoke  like  Grecians? 

So  when  they  had  ceased  their  laughing,  thus  he  answerc<l 
out  of  hand : 

“Our  Hungarians  out  of  piichers  drink  the  ovcrllowiiig 
wine ; 

Spice  their  foo<l  with  rich  paprika,  and  from  ancient  plat¬ 
ters  dine ; 

Your  llunijarians  are  JJaibarians, 

And  the  manners  of  our  fathers,  sto«iled  by  such  sons,  de¬ 
cline. 


*  |tal\i>>li  is  an  i-xtt mite  |>lain  niai  I’l  -t. 
t  'lYil.r  'I’iszan  Irtu  Olkn.'t  Inindatiril.  Tin-  (’'ikm  i'  iln* 
kci’i'cr  of  will)  lioi'NC.s,  'llicir  dri^s  (ilic  A//W>/'  it  a  cotci inc  •>( 
►luTj:*skin>  and  linen  tmimai.  'I  lu  y  f;rnerallt  tarit  liaifi»i(it-. 
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“  Your  Dyniibcans,  nol  lluijg-.iriaiis — out  of  liiikrni;'glns:jcs 
drink, 

lint  lljoir  roast  froin  laiiiii  dislicp,  pleased  to  hear  their 
glasses  chink ; 

Silly  traitors  ! — while  (heir  lx  tiers 
'J'hink  they  arc  but  bastard  Magyars,  thoegli  they  wy  not 
(ill  they  think. 

“  We  have  not  a  Tiszian  hostess — none !  but  speaks  onr 
Magyar  f 

Here  they  prattle  out  their  German — pr<  tty  patriots  they 
ore  1 

Ilul  if  German  they  prefer,  man, 

Soon  would  each  winc*drinking  Magyar  fly  from  their  in¬ 
fected  bar. 

“  I’ricsls  and  preachers  mi(!st  our  Tiszians  speak  our  Ma¬ 
gyar  tongue  alone ; 

Il’en  our  Uusniakian  papas  make  the  Magyar  tongue  iheir 
own ; 

Here,  'I’ciitonit’,  or  Halzonic;* 

Any,  any  thing  but  Magyar—and  of  Miig)ar  nothing 
known,” 

eoiii|iii>ltioii  ii  very  (iaiaeieil'tle  ..r  rl.e  llniiKajIaii  Teet- 
htj;,  unit  iioiwlilisianilliitf  a  veilaiii  air  nf  miI.miIh  alxMii  \t  \ 
lta»e  it  ui  ll  witiili  I  ie>i i\iiiu>.]  * 


•  It.i/iK,  Sen  jail. 
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roiiTiJNi:. 

A'  .'/I'rciu’Mt.*  C5ak  jal-'/ik. 

O  FOUTUNK  !  illou  capricious  tiling  ! 

ITiUiug  on  low  or  lofty  wing; 

Now  scattering  round  thee  honey-dew, 

Now  dark  drops  of  jioison  too  : 

All  thy  vanities  well  1  know, 

Joy  is  a  heap  of  mountain-snow  ; 

Fond  words  are  the  forms  in  the  stream  that  dwell. 
As  sweet  and  brittle  as  the  honey. cell. 

Thy  heart  I  worship — and  dwell  with  thee 
Wherever  thou  go,  whatever  thou  he  ; 
l  or  thee  to  live,  and  for  thee  to  die. 

Were  a  bright  and  a  blessed  destiny. 

Ihit  a  time  may  come,  when  iny  heart,  5Ct  bee, 
.Shall  bring  no  tribute  of  love  to  thee  ; 

And  the  smishine  of  joy,  long  veilM,  may  soon 
Four  in  iny  path  the  light  of  noon. 
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DlCl’AUTlKi:. 


Hat  iiiai  r*ak  IHi’ii  lio/.ialok  .*  1(f)‘  krii  k, 

(  Joi)  bless  ye  !  Cod  bless  ye  !  Cod  bless  ye  !  I  sny  ; 
Tlic  borscs  nrc  harnessed,*  ninl  I  must  away ! 

Old  friends !  Early  borne  ! 

All  blessings  be  yours  ! 

l.ei  angels  look  smilingly  down  from  beav’n’s  shores, 
Ix't  the  grace  of  the  Deity  bitberward  contc, 

And  fling  nil  its  light  o*cr  futurity's  day. 

I'arewell,  holy  Love  !  Sweet  Afloction,  farewell ! 

Here  let  s|5orl.s  full  of  joy,  gay-toned  liarniony  dwell, 
And  freedom  and  |)eacc, 

(’an  I  linger?  O  no  ! 

'Hie  Kicc<ls  nre  |)rc|)arM— -I  must  go—l  must  go  ; 
l  or  the  duties  of  life  will  allow  no  release, 

And  its  pleasures  nrc  buried  in  memory's  cell, 

•  lii'lnliiak  III. (I  a’  >/fkii(k — Ahead)  aie  ike  eairi.iget  on  tin- 
I  D.id. 
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S/<inii>iu  ;u  Mil,*  tl  iiK.ii 

Dahk  is  llu*  (lay — O  when  shall  it  giow  clearer  ? 
(lone  ii  iny  love— and  gone,  his  name  is  dearer ; 
riaco  bless  his  path  ;  let  no  imkindness  meet  him  ; 
Joy  ever  greet  him  ! 

I.inger,  sweet  rose  !  my  tear  of  sorrow  dew  s  th.ce  ; 
I'.iir  as  ihon  art,  1  know  that  I  must  lose  thee; 
l.ong  is  my  journey— gloomy  clouds  (lit  hy  me  ; 
Will  thou  he  nigh  me  ? 

(‘all«)«is  to  fate,  and  careless  of  my  being, 

’I’hee,  niily  tine,  I  love — thee  only  seeing  ; 

.'star  of  my  heaum — my  sweet  do\c  hov’ring  ow  r, 
Smile  on  thy  lover! 


•  till!— ‘Hie  time,  lit!  xu.iiIhi. 
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Angki,  !  brij;bt  ongcl  of  mine ! 

Azure-eyed  luaidcn  divine ! 

Would  tlwl  sweet  slumbers  would  tbnse  iIkv,' 
And  from  my  l>osom  displace  tliee ! 

Cun  I  ibai  moment  forget  ? 

Tlioii  will)  tby  eyelids  so  wet, 

(ilidedst  bcf«)rc  me— to  greet  thee, 

Never  ns  then  shall  I  meet  thee. 


Dost  thou  forget  it  ?  J'orget ! 

Maidens  will  smile  on  me  yet ; 

Maidens  far  brighter  and  fairer, 

One,  thou  false  maid  !  shall  be  dearer  1 

•  Ihu'  oak  rcy  rihiinl  Alliafnain— **  Wouhl  that  I  ooihl 
a  iu  “  «hvani  a  duMni.”  './/(»//♦  ►ijinlfic',  hMlillViiinlj 

au«l  iliViiiii. 
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constancv. 

/ 

l.ctkiMU  !  >u  va  lo  luuuitik* 

SpiniT  !  weeping,  al  ihy  feet 
I  woiiM  sit,  ami  rest  willi  llioo  ; 

Notliing  else  is  half  so  swcci, 

Nothing  half  so  dear  lo  me. 

^^’hcu  I  leave  mv  collage  door, 
rrom  ihy  window  glance  on  me  ; 

See  the  gloomy  tears  I  pour — 

See  me — soon  ihou  will  not  see. 

(‘all  me.  W^'re  my  MJih  iings  known 
Thine  indilVerence  soon  wouhl  pass; 

riiy  hreak  thy  hratt,  though  stone — 

.Nh  it  ii,  th<»‘  it  were  of  glass. 

Thine  indill'ereine  Shall  1  tear 
'I'hy  hrighl  form  from  memory  ?  N> 

M«ue  and  more  I  love  thee,  dear ! 

As  my  snll'eiings  stronger  grow. 
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Liri:. 

A/  ollyaii,  luliil  a*  ^zd. 

Like  is  like  ilic  stormy  breezes 
Haging  with  a  restless  sway  ; 

Like  the  wintry  wind  that  freezes 
Snow-Iicaps  whicfi  soon  melt  away.* 

• 

Age,  ngc — year,  year  overpowers ; 

Still  they  flow,  and  still  they  must  ; 

And  while  chiMren  gather  flowers 
Aged  fathers  sleep  in  dust. 

llotisc  thee,  up  to  noble  doing, 

Noble  cares  and  thoughts  pursue  ; 

Hv’cn  the  boisterous  wind,  pursuing 
Its  fierce  course,  wafts  drops  of  dew. 

•  De  mint  u'  zlvataroi  Id 
KlailvKn  mdrgd  valtozlk,  I.  c. 

Like  tlic  slornijr  winter, 

It  changes  when  It  has  (dren  out  Its  pilioii  (or  angci).  M«' 
means  hoth. 


HUNGAIUAN  IM>|*LI..\U  SO.N(;S. 


I'ASSION. 

/ 


k<'|i  tiM 


INIktiiougiit  iherc  came  iVom  lioavcn  above 
An  angel  in  heaven’s  beauty  cl  id, 

Hearing  a  talisman  of  love, 

'I'hat  over  earth  dominion  had  ; 

S!ie  flung  her  amulet  on  me, 

I  Ihivved— what  could  I  do,  to  ward 
'I'liai  heaven-directed  witchery, 

I,  a  poor  sighing,  tremulous  bard  ? 

'Twas  love  that  formed  her — love  that  till'd 
Her  frame  with  spirit — when  I  lioanl 
Her  name,  my  heart  with  transport  thrill’d, 

A  heavenly  echo  was  the  word  ! 

A  voice  descended — sounds  divine 
l*our’(l  heavenly  music  on  mine  ears ; 

Sweet  voices  uttering — “  She  is  thine. 

And  thou,  blest  sou  of  song  !  art  hers.” 

Ves  !  1  am  thine — this  thought  alone 
I'ills  all  my  soul  with  ecstacy. 

And  two  divided  hearts  are  one  ; 

()  wonderous  miracle  !  to  see 
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IIUNGAIUAN  POPUI.au  SONGS. 


.Such  blcn<lin^ — such  dissolving  bliss  ! 

Two  hcnris — one  feeling — one  desire — 

A  doubled  joy  concentred — ibis, 

This  only  could  love’s  power  inspire, 

But  midst  life’s  transitory  things, 

1x)ve  must  Iki  tr.ansicnt-— time,  which  flies 
With  nil  life’s  treasures  on  its  wings, 

Will  not  forget  life’s  ccstacics. 

Yet,  come  what  may— and  chance  what  will, 
If  love  and  faith  in  union  be, 

'I'herc  will  be  bliss  in  loving  still, 

And  this  shall  be  n  bliss  for  nre. 


IIUNOAUrAN  FOI'ULAU  SONOS. 


•2S!J 


rifj:  csuToiiA  sonc. 

# 

A,  .A,  .A  Kljcn  a*  iia«)  r<iitnr.». 

A,  A,  A  life  to  the  gay  Csuior^/ : 

A  greater  joy  than  to  revel  o’er  a 
I’lowing  cup  can  the  heart  dcjire  ? 

A,  A,  A  life  to  the  gay  Chutor^/. 

IC,  li,  I'ixcelicnt  is  the  nubrace 

Of  a  friendly  hand  and  a  friendly  face  ; 

Tour  the  tup,  and  (ill  it  higher : 

1),  !•:,  Kxcellunt  love’s  embrace  ! 

I,  I,  I’ll  embrace  it,  nor  i- 
Dly  from  its  dewy  lip- press  (ly  ; 

Deeply  drink,  and  lift  it  high  ; 

I,  I,  I’ll  embrace  it — 1  ! 

0,0,0!  it  Rparkles  so, 

Joy,  love,  beauty  overilow  ; 

hhivy  shall  pass  us  sighing  hy  ; 

O,  O,  O  !  it  sparkles  so  ! 

U,  U,  Union  and  joy  the  fu- 
Ture  days  shall  brighten  of  me  and  you. 
Sorrow  shall  fling  its  hurdens  «lown  ; 
U,  U,  Union  for  me  and  U. 

i; 
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Y,  Y,  Youih  flitii  speedily  l>y, 
llnptiirc  is  here  witfi  her  lightning  eye; 

Sorrow,  bepone  with  thy  funeral  frown — 

V,  Y,  Youth  flits  8|)ecdily  by. 

A,  E,  I,  O,  U,  Y,  sliould  we  throw 
A  tioud  of  darkness  o’er  pleasure*)*  brow  ? 

A,  K,  I,  0,  U,  Y, 

Y  should  we  darken  pleasure,  Y  ? 

The  C'nulora  U  the  whie«na))k  whirfi  iifc-l  l»y 
on  tiu'lr  journeys.  ThU  roniposUioii  I  have  Inirixliun)  a<  :i  )‘|K‘. 
clineii  of  n  not  tinfrcqiient  play  t)|ion  Icltm  and  wonl*  autoni' 
the  Magyars.  It  niiiit  be  rend  with  iiMhilgenee ;  hut  it  was 
desirable  to  give  roirect  notions  of  the  v.uietieo  of  popnl.ir 
coin|ioMltIun.  .As  illustrative  of  iny  traii»iatioo,  I  rii|iy  tlie  (wo 
first  verses  of  tlic  original  ; 

A*  napy  csutorfihoz. 

A,  A,  A  T'ljeii  a’  nagy  enutm  i 
.S4oinj)i«  torok  tfilora 
Ki  nc  fopyjon  a’  bora  ! 

A,  A,  A  'Kljon  a'  napy  cj'iitura. 

K,  M,  K  Adjnk  epyin.Vs  ke/ibe 
Hadd  folyjon  ki  i/iln* 

A’  ini  fzorfilt  kfi/ihe 

I*.,  K,  K  Adjnk  epym.'i'i  kc/il»e. 


IIWNCAUIAN  I'OrULAR  SONGS. 
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rui;i:  i.ovi:. 


lu  rtfiu  iil.itt  .'izi’iiit  i  j:y  tkr. 

A  I'l.oUGii  was  |)lougluijg  near  n»y  garden, 

And  near  llic  plough  a  stripling  *  stood  ; 

.So  fair  his  form —  I  could  not  leave  him, 

I  could  not  leave  him  if  1  would. 

There  is  recruiting  in  the  village  ; 

'ri»ey  say,  Wilt  thou  a  soldier  be  ? 

And  once  I  said,  In  truth  I'rn  willing; 

O  !  many  a  ntaiden  wept  for  me. 

'Ihc  heaven  is  while,  is  white  o’er  Ihida; 

And  lov’st  thou  me,  my  lovely  one.* 

()  if  I  lov’d  thee  not,  had  ever 

Thy  maid  her  arms  around  thee  thrown  r 

Hut  1  have  fallen  now — and  anguish 
Of  body,  heart,  and  soul  is  mine; 

.^ly  youth  I  clad  in  weeds  of  sorrow, 

And  o’er  departed  pleasures  pine. 

llasziios  No.  XLVII.  p.  .'jtiO,  iJSlLt, 

•  Orijjiiial  Fathjit — ba^taid  ;  ^onicthiK  i  Used  'jKii  ti\cl\ ,  a»  il.c 
f.iiu'li'li  \vuid./l/A/i/- — »;id  |Vll«i\v,  f^'ornl  h  Ilow, 
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SINCKIUTV. 


'iMi*  Klufn’iu,  'rublf/.'iiii. 


Mv  darling  dove,  iny  treasure  dear, 

Arul  is  thy  love  indeed  sincere  ? 

If  not  sincere,  0  tell  me  so; 

1  will  no  longer  near  thee  go. 

*Twas  long— and  it  will  longer  lx? 

ICre  other  maid  takes  place  of  thee. 

Whose  feeble  arms  on  me  shall  rest, 

I'pon  my  weary  shoulders  presf. 

I’lagnc  on  her,  plague  ujwn  her  name  ! 

'I’hc  maiden  is  a  haughty  dame ; 

Her  mother  is  a  witch,*  and  they 
Have  jdotted  only  to  betray. 

Ildsznos  Mulalsfitjoh^  No.  V|II.  li?20. 


•  Uo^znrkrniy— S<»ncrcs<. 


IIUNGAIUAN  ronJl.AK  SONGS. 


/ 


Ncm  \;igy  Icg^iy,  ncin  vagy  iii’iii  iiu'isz  lolcm  ktrni. 


A  VKRV  pretty  fellow,  you, 

Who  know  not  what  to  say  nor  do, 

Hut  stuttering  stand,  like  one  afraid — 
Heaven  help  the  boy  !— ah!  wcll-a-dny  I 
Who  knows  not  what  to  do  or  s;iy 
To  please  a  laughing  Magyar  maid. 
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KOHOSIAN  WATI-riif. 

VI/,  viz,  viz. 

Where  arc  waters  bright  and  dear 
As  Kordsian  waters  arc  ? 

Fairest  fish  have  lierc  their  home, 
Here  the  sweetest  maidens  come ; 
Where  are  waters  half  so  fair? 
Where  ?  wliere  ?  where  ? 


IIUNfiAIUAN  SONC.S. 


2.0.) 


SONG  OF  FARSAN. 

/ 

KI.h  csiijtor,  nagy  csupor,  iitiiiJ  cgy  lia  cl  lugy  a*  l>or. 

I.iTTi.E  cuj),  or  great  cup,  all  U  ouc  when  both  are  void  ; 

When  iny  wife  can  keep  them  full,  both  are  equally  en¬ 
joyed. 

Little  glass,  or  great  glass,  all  is  one  when  fdl'd  widi  air, 

And  iny  wife  storms  just  the  same  when  she  finds  that  no¬ 
thing’s  there. 

Li'tle  spoon,  or  great  spoon,  all  is  one  when  dinner’s  waii- 
i«»g, 

Rut  my  wife  finds  fault  with  both  when  she  learns  there’s 
nought  for  eating. 

Little  lid,  or  great  lid,  all  is  one  when  nothing’s  under ; 

When  iny  wife  peeps  in  she  shows  far  more  waspishness 
than  wonder. 

Little  store,  or  great  store,  all  is  one  for  hungry  sinner  ; 

(live  my  wife  the  food  to  dross,  an<l  I'll  answer  for  onr 
dinner. 


HUNGARIAN  POPULAR  KONOS. 
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THK  MAGYAR  MAID. 

Ouk  32^'rt  fzcrctoni. 

Tub  Magyar  maid  alone  eliould  be 
The  wife  of  Magyar  man, 

J'or  she  can  cook,  and  only  she, 

Our  soup  of  red  cayenne.* 

ril  nestle  at  the  village  end, 

There  make  my  peaceful  home, 

For  there  the  gentle  dovelets  wend, 

And  there  iny  dove  shall  come. 

I  mowed  the  grass,  the  sheaves  I  bound, 

And  labor'd  through  the  day, 

Tl  jen  fell  exhausted  on  the  ground— 

My  maiden  was  away. 

Alas  !  my  heart  is  orpliancd  now, 

And  laid  in  sorrow’s  train  : 

The  flowers  arc  dead  that  wreath’d  my  brow. 

My  sickle  is  in  twain. 

•  iV  Ijorxos  lcvccj»k^l--tl»c  |)C|)|)cr  or  paprika  loup,  made 
of  tlie  capstcuiii  mitiuuia  of  Lhiu^'*.  It  h  a  favorite  di<di  amoiiK 
.Magyar:*,  'riiik»<,  and  Sorvl.iiiH, 


IJUXr.AIUA.N  P0J*U1,AH  SONGS. 
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rUUI'DI  FESTAL  SO.\*(L 
i-'clso  Haifit !  i)itic.i  iti 


Monk,  avamil !  no  cloister’s  this, 

Here  no  cloisiei’a  rules ; 

Doctor,  olV!  for  here  is  bliss, 

Take  your  pills  to  fools : 

Wine  alone,  and  joyous  ebeer — 

Joyous  cheer  and  wine  arc  here  ! 

Life  we  know  is  swift  and  vain. 

On  its  wings  we  ride ; 

With  il8  pleasure,  not  it.s  pain, 

Would  wc  be  supplied  : 

Wine  alone  and  joyous  cheer — 

Joyous  cheer  and  wine  arc  here  ! 

0 

If  the  Mantis  flap  his  wing,* 

'Tis  but  a  contmand 
Friendship’s  cheerful  glass  to  bring 
With  a  steadier  hand  : 

Wine  alone  and  joyous  cliccr — 

Joyous  cheer  and  wine  arc  here, 

•  L'sseMano!  i.et  the  (akc  it  !  means,  at  tlar 

saniL'  time,  tiie  Evil  Si>iiit. 
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IWULAU  DANCINCJ  S()N(;. 

Nojza  Icgcny  a'  l.'»ijC7l)a 

Lads  !  come  Iiaslcn  to  the  hall ! 

See  ihe  lasses  walling  all ; 

Shake  your  feet  and  form  ihc  line  : 

See  the  maidens  1  Driiig  the  wine  1 
Life  is  strung  with  |)carls. 

Hark  !  the  spurs  arc  tinkling  sweet, 

Csiztnas*  echo  on  the  feet ; 

Feel  and  hands  move  joyously, 

And  the  dance  is  full  of  glee : 

Life  is  strung  with  pearls. 

Where  the  smiling  maidens  bo. 

There  the  happy  youtlis  we  sec ; 

Up  and  down  the  waving  row. 

With  Tartarianf  steps  they  go : 

Life  is  full  of  pearls. 

•  Tlic  rHzfudi  or  boots  of  the  Hungarians, 
t  The  h  ruptioii  ci*  the  Tatar*  In  the  tiojc  ofUcla  the  Fourth, 
has  still  left  its  innucnce*  on  the  luainicrs  nnd  language  of  the 
Magyar.-*. 


llUNGAfllAN  rOPULAU  SO.NC.ii.  VfO 

Woman  1  ihou  wliosc  sj)ring  is  past, 

Join  the  dance,  though  *l\vcrc  the  1  »>t ; 

Jhisk  thcc  in  the  genial  heat, 

Warm  thy  heart,  and  sliakc  thy  fert : 

Jdfe  is  full  of  pearls  ! 
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Ilnnyady,  (><innt  Francis,  Chamberlain  of  11.  1.  M.  ibc 
Ihnperor  of  Austria. 

Holland,  Right  Honourable  Lord. 

Hucon,  Dennis,  Es(|.,  Hackney. 

Hall,  Andrew,  lisq.,  Manchester. 

Hainakcr,  Professor,  Leyden. 

Hamund,  John,  Es(|.,  Fen  Stanton,  Hants. 

Harden,  Pliilij»,  J;sq.,  8.'J,  U|>j)er  Thames  Street. 

Harris,  Rev.  George,  Glasgjjw. 

Harrison,  Freddie,  lCs(|.,  'rbreadnecille  Street. 

Harvey,  Mrs.,  lOo,  Guildford  Street. 

Heron,  James  Knight,  Esq. 

Heygate,  James,  J:sq.,  Hampstead. 

Heygatc,  William,  i;>q. 

Hiehens,  Robert,  Es<j.,  1 1,  'i'hreadncc»lle  Street, 

1  lichens,  William,  l^atp,  ditto. 

Hill,  .^l.  D  ,  E'q.,  Chaneery  Lan«-. 
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LIST  OF  SUDSCniBEUy. 


Hill,  Ilowland,  Esq.,  Erucc  Castle. 

Hitson,  Dr.  O.,  Bristol. 

llobliousc,  J.  C.,  Esq.,  M.  P.,  Albany  Conn. 

Hedges,  0.  L.,  Esq.,  Clifton. 

Hodgetts,  Jos.,  Esq.,  31,  Burton  Crescent. 
Hodgetts,  J.  \V.,  Esq.,  ditto. 

Hornby,  Thomas,  Esq.,  SuitliltPs  Lone. 
Houtenvile,  Willinin,  Esq.,  Clifton. 

Hoyle,  Thomas,  Esq.,  Mayfield,  near  Manchester. 
Hughes,  Miss  Susan,  Devizes. 

Hume,  Joseph,  Esq.,  M.P.,  6,  Bryanstone  Square. 
Hume,  Mrs.,  ditto. 

Hunt,  IXcv,  D.,  Bedford, 

Hutchinson,  Mrs.,  Clajitoii. 

Irvine,  George,  Esq.,  New  Shorchnm. 

Jackson,  Jubcz,  Esq.,  New  City  Chambers, 

James,  Evan,  Esq  ,  Kidderminster, 

James,  Thomas,  Esq.,  Doughty  Street. 

JeflVey,  John,  Esq.,  Weymouth  Street. 

JeflVey,  Miss,  Pcckham. 

Jervis,  Hev,  John,  Brompton  Grove. 

Johns,  Rev,  W.,  Mimcheatcr. 

Karolyi,  Count  George,  of  Nngy.Karoly. 

Karolyl,  Count  Lewis,  ditto. 

Karolyi,  Count  Stephen,  ditto. 

Kendefli,  Count  Adam,  of  Miilomviz. 

Koy,  Siiinncl,  Esq.,  Mnnehester. 

Kenrick,  Miss,  Hamjistc.id. 

Kcnrick,  Hev.  John,  Vork, 


LIST  OK  SUUSCRiOERS. 
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Kcntisli,  Dr.,  IJristol. 

Kcnllsli,  Mri.,  Dristol. 

Kinder,  Henry,  Kd(].,  Hainp^itcnd. 

Kinder,  iMis.s,  ditto. 

Kinder,  Misi  M.,  ditto.  ^ 

Kington,  'I'lioinas,  Clinrlton  House,  near  Dristol. 
Kirkl»y,  Samuel,  Ks(j.,  Grove  House,  near  Shellield. 
Knowles,  J.  8.,  lisq.,  Glasgow. 

I^ane,  Miss,  Disliopsgatc  Street. 

Luwford,  K<Kvard,  Esq.,  Drapers*  Hall. 

Luwford,  John,  ICsq  ,  Hackney. 

J^ec,  Roger,  Esq.,  Claphain  Common. 

I,ceuwurden  Cunstanter  Society. 

Lewin,  Samuel  Hawtayne,  Esq.,  Hackney. 

Lewin,  Thomas  Fo.x,  Esq.,  ditto. 

Lewis,  Rev.  L.,  Dorchester. 

Lister,  Daniel,  I'^sq  ,  Hackney. 

Lister,  Daniel  Neal,  E.<u|.,<litto. 

I/istcr,  Dr.,  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields. 

Lister,  Mr.,  ditto 
Lockhart,  J»  G.,  Lsq. 

Mcdnytlns/ky,  Raron  Aloys,  of  Mcdnye.s. 

Monk,  Honouruhlo  W.  R.,  M.  F.,  Regent’s  I’ark. 
Mackuy,  Ale.xander,  Esq.,  .Stock well. 

Mackmurdo,  —  Esq.,  Hackney. 

Malkin,  Henry,  Esq.,  Chesterfield. 

Malkin,  Miss,  ditto. 

Manchester  College,  Vork. 

.^lanning,  Miss. 
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LIST  OF  SUBSCRIBEIIS. 


I/nwrcnce,  E.iq.,  Clapton. 

Mursliall,  John,  Ksq.,  Dalston, 

Marshall,  Samuel,  Esq.,  Jitto. 

Marshall,  William,  Esq.,  <Iit(o. 

Marshall,  Mr.,  ditto. 

Marshall,  Miss,  ditto. 

Marshall,  Miss  M.,  ditto. 

Martineau,  John,  Esq.,  Stamford  Hill. 

Marlliicau,  Mrs.,  Manchester. 

Methuc'ii,  Paul,  Esq.,  Corsham  House,  Chippenham. 
Montnj^Mi,  Ilnsil,  Esq.,  25,  llcdford  Square. 
Mont^'omcry,  James,  Esq.,  Shcnicld. 

Moore,  Thomas,  Esq.,  Slopcrton  Cottage,  Devizes. 
Moore,  James,  Esq.,  .Solford,  near  Munchcitcr. 
Morel),  Ucv.  Dr.,  Brighton. 

Morgan,  Miss,  (^ifion. 

Morgan,  W,,  Esq.,  )'h|intahle  Assunmee. 

Morgan,  Arthur,  Esq.,  ditto. 

Muir,  'i’homas,  Esq.,  (JIasgow. 

Muir,  Thomas,  Jun,,  ditto. 

Museum,  National,  Hungarian. 

Mushet,  Miss  Mary,  Coleford. 

Napier,  'J'homas,  E.sq.,  PeoKham. 

Naylor,  Benjumin,  Esq.,  Manchester. 

Neild,  James,  I'sq.,  12,  Paj>cr  Buildings. 

Orleans,  His  II.  H.  the  Duke  of. 

Ogden,  W,  B.,  Esq.,  St.  Mildred’s  Court. 

Oszltr,  —  I'sq.,  Birmingham. 


LIST  OF  SUDSCRIDERS. 
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r.ilfrcyiimn,  Luke,  list].,  Shcniclii. 

Parke?,  Joseph,  ICsq.,  Biriniugham. 

Pcccliio,  the  Chevalier,  Brighton. 

JVlt,  Mrs.,  Clapton. 

Pett,  I'rnncis,  Lsij.,  ditto.  , 

Pett,  Samuel,  Ks«j.,  ditto. 

Philips,  Mark,  Ksq.,  Manchester. 

Philips,  Mrs.,  ditto. 

Philips,  Mis.s,  ditto. 

Philips,  Miss  J.,  ditto. 

IMtilips,  Miss  1*.,  ditto. 

IMiilips,  Ilohcrt,  lCs().,  ditto. 

Phipson,  J.  W.,  Lsq.,  Birurmgham. 

Phi]).son,  Mrs.  W.,  ditto. 

Piper,  Ucv.  H.  IL,  Norton,  near  Shcflicld. 

Potter,  Uichard,  Lsq.,  ManchcHtcr. 

Potter,  'riioinas,  P'sq.,  ditto. 

Prescott,  \V.  (i.,  Usq.,  1'hrcadneedie  Street. 

Pryme,  George,  ICsq.,  Cainhridge. 

Puighlaneh,  Dr.  Antonio,  Cujuhcrwell. 

Pulley,  Miss  L.,  Ifnekney. 

Beviezky,  Cotinl  Adam,  of  Uevisnye,  Chancellor  Iloyal  (jf 
Hungary. 

Kedl,  Baron,  Kincrie,  of  Haiztina. 

Head,  John,  I''s(|.,  Norton,  near  Shenield. 

Bedding,  C.,  I;sq.,  I7,  Berner’s  Street. 

Bees,  Bcv.  Ur.  1'.,  Lark*Hall  Lone,  Clapham. 

Beid,  T.  W.,  Bsq.,  Hnnipstcod. 

Beiil,  Mrs.  ^V.,  ditto. 

Bichmond,  Christopher,  Lsq.,  Middle  'i'enqde. 
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LIST  OP  SUDSCRIBF.ns. 


Robbcnij,  Rev.  J.  (J.,  Monchcitcr. 

Rotliwcll,  U.  II.,  Ksq.,  ditto. 

Russell,  Lord  Jobn,  M.  P.,  Woburn  Abbey. 

Russell,  Lord,  Wriotbcslcy. 

Rutt,  —  Lsq,,  Ilnckncy. 

Rutt,  Mrs.  Henry,  ditto. 

Rutter,  Jobn,  R<q.,  M.  I).,  St.  Anne’s  Street,  Liverpool. 

Sz^Jclidnyl,  Count  Paul,  of  Survftri  FcLd  Vi<lik.  * 
Szdcbdnyl,  (^unt  Stepben,  ditto. 

Somwortb,  Jobn,  Rsq  ,  Oreenwicli. 

Sanderson,  T.  R.,  Cliowbcnt,  near  Manebesler, 

Sampson,  William,  Rsq.,  New  Vork. 

Supsford,  —  Ivsq  ,  Queen  Anne  Street. 

Scott,  Sir  ^^’alter,  Port.,  Abbotsford. 

Scott,  Thomas,  Ivsq.,  Park  Cottu^^r,  I)evize>. 

Shore,  Miss,  Norton  Hall. 

Shore,  Oniey,  Lsq  ,  ditto. 

Shore,  Samuel,  R8<).,  ditto. 

Skene,  P.  O.,  lisq.,  Temple. 

Slade,  Robert,  Ks<j ,  Doctors’  Coinmoni. 

Slade,  William,  Rsq.,  ditto. 

Slater,  Misi,  Hampstead. 

Smale,  John,  Esq.,  Exeter. 

Smith,  George,  Esq.,  French  Buildings,  Livcrjiool. 

Smith,  John,  Esq.,  Manchester. 

Smith,  Mrs.,  Dunstau  Hall,  near  Chcsterriehl. 

Sj)cnccr,  Miss,  Clapton. 

Spy  ring,  J.  S.  S.,  Esq.,  Brighton. 

Stangcr,  James,  Jun.,  Esq.,  53,  Doughty  Street. 

Steele,  Joseph,  Esq.,  St,  Saviour’s, 


LIST  OF  SUnSCRinERS. 


nil 


Stevens, - ,  Es(|.,  Charlcr-IIouic, 

Slcvoiison,  Willinin,  ICsq.,  Treasury. 

Stokes,  Mrs.,  Chesterfield. 

Storin,  Mrs.  M.,  Nen'bold,  near  Chesterfield. 
Stutfield,  C.  D.,  lisij ,  Hackney. 

Slutficld,  W.,  Ksq.,  ditto,  ^ 

Suringiir,  \V.  H.,  Ksq.,  of  Leeuwarden. 

Surridge,  Mr,  llichard,  Newgate  Street. 

Sweet,  Miss,  nirininghaiu. 

S/einerc,  George,  of  Szemcre. 

Szeinere,  Paul,  of  ditto. 

Teleki,  Countess  Dowager  of,  Daroness  of  M(:szaro>. 
Teleki,  Count  Joseph,  of  Szek. 

Tagart,  Hev.  K.,  Torringlon  Square. 

Talhot,  George,  lis<|.,  (jrccu  Hill,  Kiddertnimler. 
'J'ldbot,  fJeorge,  Jiin.,  li.iq  ,  Honey  Jirook,  <liiio. 
Talbot,  Henry,  Ksq.,  Oakland,  ditto. 

Tayler,  J.  J^,  Ksq  ,  Manchester. 

'J  aylur,  Kdward,  Ks(| ,  London. 

Taylor,  Henry,  Ksq.,  ditto. 

'J'ayior,  Richard,  lCs(|.,  ditto. 

Taylor,  John,  Ks<|.,  I'insbury  Squan*, 

Terrell,  James,  ICs(|.,  Kxetcr. 

Thomas,  Mrs.,  Chesterfield. 

Thomas,  \V.,  Ksq.,  Lombard  Street. 

Thomson,  \V.,  Ksq.,  Glasgow, 

'J’ookc,  \V.  K.,  Ksq.,  Broad  Street. 

Unitarian  Chapel  Library,  Gla.sgow. 

Valle,  Frederick,  Ksq. 

Vuulcr,  William,  lisq.,  Si.  Paul',  Clmrct.yar.l, 
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Wcssclcnyi,  Huron  Niclioluj,  ofIIn<ln«l. 

VVukeficld,  Francis,  Es(].,  MansficM. 

Wakefield,  Robert,  Esq.,  Hackney. 

NN'ukcficM,  Samuel,  Esq.,  Ilnckncy. 

Wallace,  Rev.  J.  C, 

>Vulley,  Mrs.,  Hackney. 

Walter,  John,  Esq.,  Rarenood. 

Ward,  T,  A.,  Esq  ,  Fark  House,  SbcflicM. 

^^’atson,  Jolin,  Esq.,  Holborn  Hill. 

Waymoutli,  Henry,  Esq.,  Rryanstone  Square. 
WiflTen,  J.  H.,  Esq.,  Wolmrii. 

Wigan,  A.  J>«,  Esq.,  1,  Ulster  Fiacc,  Regent’s  Park. 

Wilkinson, - ,  Esq.,  Slicflleld. 

Wilkinson,  Mrs.  A  ,  Cbcstcrficld. 

Winkvvortli,  "riiomas,  Esq.,  ir)(),  Clicapside. 

Wood,  (i,  W,,  Esq.,  Manclicster. 

Wood,  Mrs.  (i.  W.,  ditto. 

Wood,  Alderman  Matthew,  M,  P.,  5,  (Jeorge  Street. 
Wood,  Tliomas,  Esq.,  Little  St.  'lliomas  Apostle. 
Wright,  J,,  Esq.,  Dalston. 

J^ichy,  Count  Nicholas,  of  Visonyko, 


O.  S.MALLriELI),  rRI.NTr.R,  liACKSr.V. 


i:  II  w  A  r  A. 


ADDITIONAL  si:iis(:Him: K>. 


Jiszlcrha'/y,  Ilis  IIi;(lmc3H  Prince  Nicholas, 
Aj>|)ony,  Count,  II.  I.  M.  Ainha^jadur  at  Paris. 
Aj)j)ony,  CountcHs. 

Odescalclii,  His  Higlmcis  Prince. 

Powlc,  John, 

Hart,  Samuel,  I^s({.,  S|d(altie)ds 
Strachaii,  IMrii.,  (Jtnmiuj  IIoimc. 

'J'ekcte,  —  IN().,  ditto. 

JIardegij,  ('ounl  I'. 

S/i1p6ry,  Count. 

Knrolyi,  Count  Louis  de. 

Karolyi,  Count  (icor^o*. 

AVielopoLki,  (muut  Adam. 

Koller,  llaron. 

Niezky,  —  Ls<|. 
liulliu,  —  IN*).,  Ilackuey. 


y.i,  •*  s/uKsi-ec-., 


.«4.  *'  ' 
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LIST  OF  SUnSCIMHEIlS. 


\Vcs8clcnyi;  Daron  Nicholas,  of  IIa<Iii<l, 
Wakefield,  Francis,  Fsjj.,  Mansfield. 
Wakefield,  Hohert,  Fsrj.,  Ilaekncy. 
WakcficM,  Samuel,  I’sq.,  Hackney, 
allacc,  Ilcv,  J.  C. 

^Vallcv,  Mrs..  Hn^Vit/'u 


o,  S.MALLrif.LlJ,  TRINmn,  lUCKSKV. 


!•;  II  l{  A  '!•  A 


•> 

lui  “  S/.itl)iali/.l,“ . 

read  S/ittyl.'iliid 

“  r.ril.  ly,” . 

Krd.-ly 

r>, 

Idem, . 

Idom 

“  Majiyar-ors^ag,"  . . 

,  Magyar-or^/A ' 

n  — 

ir.,  «‘S/.il.»gyl," . 

S/.ilAgyi 

1);M  u  d," . 

boviU’d 

•>  > 

mmp 

“  loldic,” . 

tbidic 

;r>, 

“  Korn-bauva,"  . 

Kdibibaiiva 

• 

•!0, 

“  /'/V//;'," . . . . . 

t  ifHii 

u, 

**  ri’gadiok," . 

ragadt<»k 

ii. 

“  iiyAjlanek," . 

iivYtJlaiu'k 

'<•», 

“  ^in'/oi  hti'iin  lUtl,"  «.  .« 

r.H, 

“  iMiiiimat," . 

Aliiiuiiiat 

“  di," . 

lie 

c:., 

“  I'yHb^r," . 

I'^yibcd' 

“Milliok,"  . . 

"  hlllOI,"  . 

hilKM 

71, 

“  D/t  rL'Iiiioi  emilck,**  , , , « 

►/cnlme.'eiiiiiik 

7:1, 

n  /.  •* 

i’ 

“  ’kf/e,’*  . 

k«*/i: 

71, 

“  .‘j/lveiuiick  legfclsi'-gcil,” 

Szivcmiak  h  greh^'^jr-vb 

78, 

**  I.Hteiniei  l,"  . 

Istciirit 

“  iiyoizobjariC,"  . . . 

liy«iszti|y  Ari  1 

**  llazalioz," . 

lia/Alio/. 

**  >izavaln)z,*’ . . 

>/av.'ilin/ 

magaboz 

“  8zam,"  . 

8  ram 

s:i, 

“  fzcp," . 

>/r|' 

"cz',’*  . 

tv 

‘J.5. 

“  Rzukst'gci,’*  . 

•* 

V'.l, 

“MKcl,"  . 

rrggcl 

EIinATA. 


^  J0.3, 

for ‘Mclictiick,"  . 

,  read  lehctiick 

jor», 

••  utaii," . 

Ut.lll 

IH, 

**aV' . 

!s 

117, 

^^Klct," . 

'Klct 

“roIcrAu,'* . 

I’olaaii 

119, 

“N(*ud,’'  . 

NezJ 

139, 

“Klril,", . 

KIraly 

HI, 

“bit," . 

bO 

“liogya,”  . . . 

hogyhA 

117, 

niiyaiik,'* . . 

anyfirik 

if;i, 

'*  Pliarujzkcnt,"., 

IMiaruizk^Dt 

''dal  hOi," . 

daUlida 

\c,\, 

"aV’ . . . 

0 

"vlragnak," 

%ifr»gnak 

200, 

"  cinclodlk,” . 

ciiield<lik 

20.1, 

"  fltunk,"  . . . . 

cltuuk 

201, 

*'  .Szogzg.ard,” . 

S/^gtzftril 

“diMrlcI,” . 

County 

20t;, 

•'  III,” . 

fit 

*'  iiiait,” 

malt 

cgyiiiaat,”. ........... 

egymSit 

207, 

“  titan  eszterliaj  iiicgca- 

iitAii  cizteihaj  iucgM> 

orchil,”  . . 

ordul 

209, 

"  azariiyoni,” 

82&rityoii 

210, 

"  Shimfg  (Somo)t* . 

S/iimfg  CSot/iogy) 

*'  criiclgctl,”  . 

Kiuelgetl 

212, 

“iiad,”  . 

iiful 

220, 

"  I’rovliice  of  the  White 

County  ofSzfkcH  Kej<;r- 

Moiiiitaliis  (Sluhhveh. 

ifir  ( Stulilneisien* 

sciibergcr),” . . 

burg.) 

221, 

“  vlr.ig,” . 

'ir'tg 

222, 

"  Hfisz.W,” . 

Itfizsfiui 

“At,” . 

'At 

227, 

“  Dznk,”  . 

i/fik 

5i(M  after  “  garments, **  or  rather,  i.et  my  tight  oadiiig 

be  tutu 
lead  tig.iii 


ERRATA. 


227, 

for  **  kozakost,'’  . 

.  read  koz.'iko>t 

23J, 

“niglit,” . 

.  foot 

2.{2, 

“liizlxil,*’ . 

.  lisztbdl 

incgvalasztaiiaiu,’’  ..  . 

.  uicgvrilasztaiiam 

233, 

“  Vcatprlm,"  . 

.  Vcszprlm 

235, 

oai^ai  •••••#«••••«» 

.  Siirga 

“At," . 

.  ^\l 

“  vot," . 

.  vdt 

23G, 

“AvfiV . 

,  'Avad 

237, 

“  gyogyUolla,’’  . 

•  gyugyitolta 

2J«, 

“JOtlcu,"  . . 

.  JOitc'm 

210, 

“Matra,"  . 

.  Mfttra 

“  Province  of  Chcnc^tz," 

County  of  never 

212, 

“Ollyaju," . 

,  Oliyan 

218, 

read  Szur,  peasant'^  cloak. 

.Szuz  mfz,  virgin  honey 

240, 

for  “  inuslk.'iban,"  . . . 

,  )nuz«lk5ban 

250, 

“  Kgcdict," . . . 

Icgedet 

2G1, 

“a’," . 

c’ 

“kciaf,"  . . 

,  keped' 

2C7, 

“Foul," . 

,  Fenc 

“Sarkany," . . . . . . 

b.'irkfiny 

2CH, 

“  riiigyo,”  . 

.  ringyi 

270, 

“  ngros,"  . . 

I.'grur 

278, 

“  dcmiulMcmil," . 

neininineinii 

281, 

“  Aiigyalocukaiii,'' . 

Atigyalofik  .Mil 

“  Mliamriin,'* . 

alliatii.Mii 

28.5, 

“bornlok," . 

bornlok 

28<;, 

“j/cl,"  . 

.1/^1 

200, 

“  izoiuj'^ls.” . . . 

’iZonijiM 

ADDITIO.N'AI.  SUliSCUllJKR.S. 

Jllucks,  Rev.  William,  Vork. 

'r.»)l*»r,  .'In,  Joliii^  Fiiiibmy  .Si(ii.iic.» 


UY  THIi  SAMli  Aurnoif, 

UUSSIAN  ANTHOI.OOV,  uiUi  and  ciiluai 

Notli-cs  of  the  I’octM  of  2  Vol.i.  l2mo,  la#.  Stvoml 

Kdiiloii.  (;.  11.  Wldtlakoi. 

ANCIKNT  POKTHV  nnd  IIO.MANCKS  of  SPAIN.  Bv.i. 
10/.  (iff.  'I’aylor  and  llc.^cy. 

UATAVIAN  ANTHOI.OfiV,  or  Sjk.tIii)cih  of  the  Dutch 
Pocn,  with  a  Illjtory  of  the  Poetical  Mtcr.aturc  of  Holland. 
I'iiiio,  8/.  Taylor  and  Hridoy, 

.SKIIVIAN  POPULAIl  POKTHV.  12ino.  B#.  Baldwin  and 
Co. 

SPKCl.MKNS  of  the  POKISII  POK'J'S,  with  a  HDtory  of  the 
Poetical  l.Iieraturu  of  Poland.  12mo.  8/.  Baldwin  and  Co. 

MA'l'INS  ASM)  VKSPKItS,  with  llymim  nnd  Devotional 
Piece#.  .Second  Kdilloii.  lloyal  IBnio.,  (i/.  Demy,  4#.  t>/.  (». 
B.  Whittaker. 

IIVMNS.  Demy  ISino.  3#,  Bowland  Hunter. 

DETAILS  of  the  I.MPUISON.MKN'P,  AIIUBST,  and  I.IIIK. 
HATIONof  an  KNC.LISHMAN  by  the  BOHIUJON  GOVEIIN. 
MKNT  of  KUANCK,  8vo.  4#.  Bowland  Hunter. 

PKTF.Il  SCIII.KMIHIL,  a  German  Story,  with  Plate*  by  G. 
CrulkHhank.  Second  Kditlon.  8vo.  C$.  (p1,  G.  B,  Whittaker. 

CO.vncSTACION  !i  lai  OlHcrvaclone#  dc  I).  Juan  Bernardo 
0‘Gavaii  tiobie  la  K/clavltiid  de  lo*  Ne^ro#.  Pur  Joatt  Bowring. 
Madrid,  1821.  Small  4to.  2/.  B.  Hunter. 

OBSKUVATIO.S’.S  on  the  BKSTBICTIVK  and  PBOIIIBI. 
TOBY  COMMKUCIAI.  SV.STK.M,  from  the  MSS.  of  Jeremy 
Bcnlhuni,  2#.  B.  Hunter. 

The  Second  Volume  of  the  BATAVIAN  AN  rilOLOCV  h  In 

the  piCJii. 

Dr,  Bowiiino  and  Mr.  Gf.okgp.  Boanow  arc  about  to  |inbllsli, 
dedicated  to  the  King  of  Dcnnmtk,by  HU  .^IaJeity’u  |)er minion, 

'i'hc  .SONGS  of  SCANDINAVIA,  in  2  VoU.  8vo.,  containing  a 
Selection  of  the  moKt  interesting  of  the  HUtorleal  nnd  Bomantic 
Balladi  of  Nuith  -Westorn  Kurojie,  with  .Sjiecimens  of  the  DanUh 
and  Norwegian  I’oet#  down  to  the  |»re<cnt  day. 

Price  to  SubH'iIbcru,  i.'l.  I/. — to  N<*n*Subsc»lber*,  £\,!n. 

Tlic  First  Volume  will  be  devoted  to  Ancient  Popular  Poetry  ; 
the  Second  will  give  the  choicest  production*  of  the  Modern 
School,  hcgiimliig  with  Tullln, 

Speedily  will  be  publUhc«l, 

BOHK.MIAN  ANTHOLOGY,  »viih  an  lutrodiictory  HiBory  of 
the  Liteiaiuie  of  Ihdicmia. 

1*1  lee  to  SnbJciibcrs,  8#,— -to  Nun*SubscribcrH,  10<. 


CANADIAN-HUNGARIAN  STUDIES.  REPRINT  SERIES. 


No.  3.  Bowring/  Sir  John/  1792-1872/  tr. 

Poetry  of  the  Magyars/  preceeded 
by  a  sketch  of  language  and  litera¬ 
ture  of  Hungary  and  Transylvania. 

By  John  Bowring.  London  :  Printed 
for  the  author/  and  sold  by  R.  Howard 
[etc.]  1830.  xvi/  Ixxxiii/  322  p. 
"Bibliographical  sketches". 


Reprinted  by  the  Hungarian  Historical  Studies 
(Toronto/  Ontario)  1996. 

ISBN  0-920984-12-6 


U*  «■» 


*  *  ■*  •  ' 


«n  at'  * 


-<■. 


./*r  i  ,  .'irfot  “jiS  vgfiri'-foS 

1  r  c  .  .  W  ■  -9  ■  •  'ii  fjl  ‘  90  • 

-••  ..V  .  .  £»,<•  »  H<i 

1  ;  ^4*’’  a:su^ 

Jks  jw  ' 

■'^'35'Vi^*  %  oW‘*‘30i 


.€ 


i  •  *  V- 


•»..'.  in  4». 

'  «'/  t  ’  .r*4y.  |{M*5tTUf  ^ 

I  :.r-'fl  *“-w1#irMUjtu"  r  ■•-  ...  .  .....  H.ih  1  V^^f- 
f  r.t  •  ’  *>«,.  fc*ii  '*  ,  ii,  M;<-*'M’fr.fc'Ti 

it'-.  '•  •■  t '  P  i.iit"**  '*#'■'-^1*  ,i-^  '♦«  II, .*»  1$. 

♦ 

!'  .  t.v  9<  M  Hv  *.'r 


un:  i  .  ■  ’  I  .4  4s  r.iJ' 


r% 

*sn 


*) 


<>  ••.  '".S  1  t ' 

.  . .  v  •  . 


-  !r:<'Wtnivi  ,  -.  ri*.>i#rnK 

‘ii  .,  i/f 

•iA*'  i Lmim ^  ^  «■!  H«MI»  ■»!  .. '  -  -  '  ■WimuMMk  II  I  .  M  I...  ■■ 


»  *$im  *■  *«  > 


-V 


.!r*,  v/  ,o3iio:ioT 

^  %  ««  ^  .««  «...  ^  .A 


,4 


V  ^p.  ’5^- 

•«*. 


4f  ik- 

■fv  " 


kaaos0-o  siae 


4  a 


••  .  ■  h 


V  '•  » * 

f  «4i&«r^44 


/ML 

ii 


.te»ji 


'I 


0'^ 

’» n>  \pt 

■  lo.  '4;«»  f4  Mbip 


..  .5  .  •  ^  ^  # 


-•r#  c 'T 


*  '*•  Lfc  X^*#« 


•  / 


'•■■  r- 


f 


h 


•  ■i 


} 


‘  t 


